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R  O  L  O  G  U  E 


SPOKEN  BY 

Mr.  reddish. 

Critics,  hade  forward  !  noble  game  and  nevyj 
A  fine  Weft  Indian  ftarted  full  in  view: 

Hot  as  the  foil,  the  clime,  which  gave  him  birth. 
You’ll  run  him  on  a  burning  feent  to  earth  ; 

Yet  don’t  devour  him  in  hi^  hiding  place  ; 

Bag  him,  he’ll  ferve  you  for  another  chace; 

For  fure  that  country  has  no  feeble  claim, 

Which  fwells  your  commerce,  and  fupports  your  fam? 
^nd  in  this  humble  (ketch,  we  hope  you’ll  find. 

Some  emanations  of  a  noble  mind; 

Some  little  touches,  which,  tho’  void  of  art. 

May  find  perhaps  their  way  into  the  heart. 

Another  hero  your  excufe  implores, 

Sent  by  your  fifter  kingdom  to  your  fiiores  ; 
poom’d  by  Religion’s  too  fevere  command. 

To  fi^ht  for  bread  ao-ainft  his  native  land : 

/K  brave,  unthinking,  animated  rogue. 

With  here  and  there  a  touch  upon  the  brogue  ; 
Laugh,  but  defpife  him  not,  for  on  his  lip 
pis  errors  lie ;  his  heart  can  never  trip. 

Others  there  are - but  may  we  not  prevail 

i"o  let  the  gentry  tell  their  own  plain  tale.^ 

Shall  they  come  in  ?  They’ll  pleafe  you,  if  they  can 

1/  not,  condemn  the  bard - but  fpare  the  Man, 

For  fpeak,  think,  aeft,  or  write  in  angry  times, 

A  wifh  to  pleafe  is  made  the  w’orft  of  crimes  ; 

Pire  flander  now  with  black  envenom’d  dart, 

Stands  ever  arm’d  to  ftab  you  to  the  heart. 


P  R  O  L  O  G  U  £• 

Roufe,  Britons,  roufe,  for  honour  of  your  iflcj 
\our  o](]  good  humour ;  and  be  feen  to  fmile. 

You  fay  we  write  not  like  our  fathers - true, 

Nor  were  our  fathers  half  fo  flricl  as  you, 

Damn’d  not  each  error  of  the  poet’s  pen. 

But  judging  man,  remember’d  they  were  men* 
Aw’d  into  filence  by  the  times  abufe. 

Sleeps  many  a  wife,  and  many  a  wittv  mufe^ 

We  that  tor  mere  experiment  come  out, 

Are  but  the  light  arm’d  rangers  on  the  fcout ; 
High  on  Parnafllis’  lofty  fummit  ftands 
1  he  immortal  camp  ;  there  lie  the  cholen  bands  ! 
But  give  fair  quarter  to  us  puny  elves. 

The  giants  then  will  fally  forth  themfelves  ; 

With  wit’s  (harp  weapons  vindicate  the  age. 

And  drive  ev’n  Arthur'" s  magic  from  the  Siage,^ 
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Dramatis  Perfbnse. 


Stockvvell, 
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MEN. 

Mr.  AIckin* 

Belcour, 

mm 

Mr.  King. 
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Mr.  Packer, 
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Mr.  Wheeler. 
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Mrs.  Hopkins. 
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Mrs.  Baddcly. 
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THE 


WEST 


INDIAN. 


A  C  T  I.  SCENE!. 

r”- , 

A  Merchant’s  Compting  House. 

In  an  inner  rooniy  fet  offhy  glofs  doors^  are  difcovered fcverhl 
clerks^  efnpioyed  at  their  dtjks,  A  writing  table  in  the 
front  room,  S  T  o  c  K  w  E  L  L  is  difcovered  reading  a  letter  ; 
Stukely  comes  gently  out  of  the  back  room^  and  obferves 
him  feme  time  before  he  fpeaks, 

Stukely,  T  T  E  feenis  difordered  :  fometbing  in  that  let- 
i  X  ter;  and  Fm  afraid  of  an  unpleafant  fort. 
He  has  many  ventures  of  great  account  at  fea  ;  a  fhip 
richly  freighted  for  Barcelona  ;  anotiier  for  Lifbon  ;  and 
others  expected  from  Cadiz  ot  hill  greater  value.  Befides 
thefe,  j  know  he  has  many  deep  concerns  in  foreign  bot¬ 
toms,  and  underwritings  to  a  vait  amount,  i’ll  accoft  him. 
Sir  !  Mr.  Stockwell  ! 

Stock,  Stukely! — ^WelL  have  you  fliip’d  the  cloths? 
Stukely,  I  have,  Sir;  here’s  the  bill  of  lading,  and  copy 
of  the  invoice  :  the  afTortments  are  all  compared  :  Mr. 
'Frafiick  v/iil  give  you  the  policy  upon  ’Change. 

Stock.  ’Tis  very  well ;  Jay  thefe  papers  by  ;  and  no 
more  of  bufinefs  for  a  v/hile.  Shut  the  door  Stukely  ;  I 
iiave  ha,d  long  proof  of  your  triendihip  and  fidelity  to  me ; 
a  matter  of  moii  intimate  concern  lies  on  my  mind,  and 
’twill  be  a  fenfible  relief  to  unbofom  myfelf  to  you;  I 
have  julf  now  been  informed  of  the  arrival  of  the  young 
Weft  Indian,  i  have  fo  long  been  expeding  ;  you  know 
who  I  mean. 

B  Stukely, 
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Stukely.  Yes,  Sir;  Mr.  Belcour,  the  young  gentleman^ 
who  inherited  old  iiclcour’s  great  eftates  in  Jamaica, 

Stock,  riufh,  not  io  loud  ;  come  a  little  nearer  this 
vray.  I'his  Belcour  is  now  in  London  ;  part  of  his  bag¬ 
gage  is  already  arrived  ;  and  i  expecf  him  every  minute, 
is  "it  to  be  wonder’d  at,  if  his  coming  throws  me  into 
home  agitation,  when  i  tell  you,  Stukely,  he  is  my  fon  ? 

Stukely.  Your  Ton  ! 

Stock.  Yes,  Sir,  my  only  fon  ;  early  in  life  I  accom¬ 
panied  his  grandfather  to  Jamaica  as  his  clerk  ;  he  had 
an  only  daughter,  fomewhat  older  than  myfelf;  the 
mother  of  tins  gentleman  :  it  was  rny  chance  (call  it  good 
or  ill)  to  engage  her  affeCLions  :  and,  as  the  inferiority  of 
my  condition  made  it  hopelefs  to  expedf  her  father’s  con- 
fcnt,  her  fondnefs  provided  an  expedient,  and  we  were 
privately  married;  the  ifiue  of  that  concealed  e»gagement 
is,  as  I  have  told  you,  this  Belcour. 

Stukely,  That  event,  furely,  difcovercd  your  connexion. 

Stock.  You  fliali  hear.  Not  many  days  after  our  mar¬ 
riage  old  Belcour  fet  out  for  England  ;  and,  during  his 
abode  here,  my  wife  was,  with  great  fecrcfy,  delivered  of 
this  fon.  Fruitful  in  expedients  to  difguife  her  fituation, 
without  parting  from  her  infant,  (lie  contrived  to  have 
it  laid  and  received  at  her  door  as  a  foundling.  After 
fome  time  her  father  returned,  having  left  m.e  here  ;  in 
one  of  thofe  favourable  moments,  that  decide  the  fortunes 
of  profperous  men,  this  child  was  introduced  ;  from  that 
inffant,  he  treated  him  as  his  own,  gave  him  his  name, 
and  brought  him  up  in  his  family.  ' 

Stukely.  And  did  you  , never  reveal  this  fecret,  either  to 
old  Belcour,  or  your  fon  ? 

Stock.  Never, 

Stukely.  B'hcrein  you  furprize  me  ;  a  merchant  of  your 
eminence,  and  a  meuiber  of  the  Britifh  parliament,  might 
furelv  afpire,  without  offence,  to  the  daughter  of  a  plan¬ 
ter,  in  this  cafe  too,  natural  ail'eddion  would  prompt  to 
a  di  fee  very. 

Slock.  Your  remark  is  obvious  ;  nor  could  I  have  per- 
fiRcd  in  this  painful  filcncc,  but  in  obedience  to  the  dying 
injundfions  of  a  beloved  wife.  I’he  letter,  you  found  me 
reading,  conveyed  thofe  injundfions  to  me  ;  it  was  didfated 
in  her  iaff  illnefs,  and  almofl  in  the  article  of  death  ;  (you’ll 
fparc  me  the  recital  of  it)  file  there  conjures  me,  in  terms 

as 
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as  folemn,  as  they  are  afFeding.,  never  to  reveal  the  fecret 
of  our  marriage,  or  vvithdraw  my  fon,  while  her  father 
fiirviv'd. 

Sturdy.  But  on  what  motives  did  your  unhappy  lady 
found  thefe  injundions? 

Stock,  Principally,  I  believe,  from  apprehcnfion  on  my 
account.  Jell:  old  Belcour,  on  whom  at  her  deceafe  I 
wholly  depended,  fhould  withdraw  his  protedion  :  in 
part  from  confideration  of  his  repofe,  as  well  knowing 
the  difeovery  would  deeply  afted  his  fpirit,  which  was 
haughty,  vehement,  and  unforgiving  :  and  lad-iy,  in  re¬ 
gard  to  the  intereft  of  her  infant,  v/hom  he  had  warmly 
adopted  ;  and  tor  whom,  in  cafe  of  a  difeovery,  every 
thing  was  to  be  dreaded  from  his  refentment.  And,  in¬ 
deed,  though  the  alteration  in  my  condition  might  have 
juftified  me  in  difeovering  myfelf,  yet  1  always  thought 
my  fon  fafer  in  truhing  to  the  caprice  than  to  the  juitice 
of  his  grand-father.  My  judgment  has  not  fuffered  by 
the  event  ;  old  Belcour  is  dead,  and  has  bequeathed  his 
whole  eftate  to  him  we  arc  fpeaking  of. 

Stukely*  Now  then  you  are  no  longer  bound  to  fecrefy. 

Stock,  True  :  but  before  I  publickly  reveal  rnyfclf,  I 
could  wifh  to  make  fome  experiment  of  my  Ton’s  difpo- 
iltiori  :  this  can  only  be  done  by  letting  his  fpirit  take  its 
CGurfe  without  reitraint  ;  by  thefe  means,  I  think  1  fhall 
difeover  much  more  of  his  real  character  under  the  title 
of  his  merchant,  than  I  fliould  under  that  of  his  father. 

SCENE  JL 

A  Sailor  enters^  ujloering  in  feveral  black  Servants^  carrying 

portmanteaus^  trunks^  &c. 

Sailor,  Save  your  honour  !  is  your  name  Stockwcll, 
pray  ? 

Stock,  It  is. 

Sailor,  Part  of  my  mafler  Belcour’s  baggage  an’t  pleafe 
you  ;  there’s  another  cargo  not  far  a-ftern  of  us  ;  and  the 
cock-fwain  has  got  charge  of  the  dumb  creatures. 

Stock,  Pr’ythee,  friend,  v^^hat  dumb  creatures  do  you 
fpeak  of;  has  Mr.  Belcour  brought  over  a  colledUon  of 
wild  beafts  ? 

Sailor,  No,  Lord  love  him  ;  no,  not  he  :  let  nte  fee  ; 
there’s  two  green  monkies,  a  pair  ©f  grey  parrots,  a 
Jamaica  fow  and  pigs,  and  a  Mangrove  dog;  that’s  all. 
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Stock.  Is  that  all  ? 

Sailor.  Yes,  your  honour;  yes,  that’s  all;  blefs  his 
heart  a’miaht  have  brou^Tht  .over  the  whole  ifland  if  he 
would  ;  a  didn’t  leave  a  dry  eye  in  it. 

Stock.  Indeed  !  Stulcely,  fhevv  ’em  where  to  beftow 
their  baggage.  Follow  that  gentleman. 

Sailor.  Come,  bear  a  hand,  my  lads,  bear  a  hand. 

\^Exit  with  Stukely  and  Servants. 

Stock.  If  the  principal  tallies  with  his  purveyors,  he 
muft  be  a  fingular  ipediacle  in  this  place  :  he  has  a  friend, 
however,  in  this  fea-faring  fellow;  ’tis  no  bad  prognolfic 
of  a  man’s  heart,  when  his  fnip-rnates  gives  him  a  good 
word.  '  [Exit. 

SCENE  III. 

Scene  chaises  to  a  drawing  ropm^  a  Servant  discovered  Jetting 
the  chairs  hy^  dzc.  a  IVornan  Servant  enters  to  hi?n. 

Houfek.  Why,  what  a  fufs  does  our  good  mafter  put 
himfelf  in  about  this  Weft  Indian  :  fee  what  a  bill  of  fare 
I’ve  been  forced  to  draw  out  :  fewn  and  nine  i’ll  aflure 
you,  and  only  a  family  dinner  as  he  calls  it:  why  if  my 
Lord  Mayor  v/as  cxpeded,  there  couldn’t  be  a  greater  to- 
do  about  him. 

Servant.  I  wifli  to  my  heart  you  had  but  feen  the  loads 
of  trunks,  boxes,  and  portmanteaus  he  has  font  hither. 
An  ambaiTador’s  baggage,  with  all  the  fmuggled  goods  of 
his  family,  does  not  exceed  it. 

Houfek.  A  line  pickle  he’ll  put  the  houfe  into  :  had  he 
been  mailer’s  own  fon,  and  a  Chriiiian  Englifbman,  there 
coil’d  not  be  more  rout  than  there  is  about  this  Creolian, 
as  they  call  ’em. 

Servant.  No  matter  for  that  ;  he’s  very  rich,  and  that’s 
fuffeient.  They  fay  he  has  rum  and  fugar  enough  be¬ 
longing  to  him,  to  make  all  the  water  in  the  1  hames  into 
punch.  But  1  fee  iny  mailer ’3  coming.  [Exeunt^ 


SCENE  IV. 


Stockwet.l  enters.,  followed  by  a  Seivant. 

Stock.  Where  is  Mr.  Belcour  ?  Who  brought  this  note 
from  him? 

Servant. 
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Servant.  A  waiter  from  the  London  Tavern,  Sir ;  he 
fays  the  young  gentleman  is  jull  drcit,  and  will  be  with 

you  diredlly. 

Stock.  Shew  him  in  when  he  arrives. 

Servant.  1  Qiall,  Sir.  I’ll  have  a  peep  at  him  hrft, 
however;  I’ve  a  mind  to  fee  this  outlandiin  Ipaik. 

The  Tailor  fellow  %s  he’ll  make  rare  doings  amongit  us. 

[afult\) 

Stock.  You  need  not  wait;  leave  me.  [^Exii 
Let  me  fee  (reads.) 

I  write  to  vou  under  the  hands  of  the  hair-dreircr  ; 
as  Toon  as  I  have  made  myfelf'  decent,  and  dipped  on 
feme  frefli  cloaths,  I  will  have  the  honour  of  paying 

you  my  devoirs. 

^  YourSj 

Belcour.’' 


He  write’s  at  his  eafe;  for  he’s  unconfeious  to  whom 
his  letter  is  addreffed ;  but  what  a  palpitation  does  it  throw 
niv  heart  into;  a  father’s  heart!  ’Tis  an  alfediing  inter¬ 
view;  when  my  eyes  meet  a  Ion,  whom  yet  they  never 
Lw  where  lhall  1  find  conftancy  to  lupport  it  ?  Siiould 
h“  refemble  his  mother,  I  am  overthrown.  All  tne  letters 
rhavehjd  from  him,  (for  1  induftnoully  drew  him  into  a 
correfpondence  with  me)  befpeak  him  ot  quick  and  ready 
underLndihg.  All  the  reports  I  ever  received,'  give  mo 
favourable  impreffions  of  his  charadler,  wild,  pernaps,  as 
the  manner  of  his  country  is,  but,  I  truft,  not  tiaiuic  or 

unprincipled. 

SCENE  V* 

Servant  enters.  , 

Servant.  Sir,  the  foreign  gentleman  is  come. 

Another'  S  £  R  V  ANT. 


Servant.  Mr.  Belcour. 


B  E  L  c  o  u  R  enters. 


Stock.  Mr-  Belcour, 
welcome  to  Engand. 

Bel.  I  thank  you 
you  and  i  have  long 


I’m  rejoiced  to  fee  you  ;  you’re 

heartily,  good  Mr.  Stockwell; 
coaveried  at  a  diilance;  now  we 

are 


/ 


I 


6 


the  west  INDIAN: 


yre  met  ;  and  the  pleafure  this  meeting  gives  me  amolv 

jiZg  r ‘ -“S'-  i"  «"„£ 

What  periJs,  Mr.  Belcour  ?  I  could  not  have 
thmj^ght  you  would  have  made  a  bad  pafiage  at  this  time 

vve  came  porting  to 
your  ftores,  upon  the  pinions  of  the  fwiftell  gales  that 

Se  arifl;  ‘v  "T  S-und  all  my  difficulties 

S^oci.  Ay,  indeed]  What  obftruaions  can  you  have 
met  between  this  and  the  river-fide  .?  ^ 

®  of  defiles  as 

natelv  r^'^’  ^"u’  ^  ‘hey  are  as  obfii- 

rtmfr  1°  ^TV,  buftle,  and  confufion, 

common  fugar-cafics,  porter-butts,  and 

.  ched  with  artillery  m  his  hont,  ’tis  more  than  the  la- 

throug1;mm:owL“"^'''^''’  -7 way 

lorry  you  have  been  fo  incommoded. 

to  n  1  *  A  twas  all  niy  own  fault :  accuflomed 

•tribe  (  -  ''■''t'l  the  whole 

ibe  of  cuftorri-houfe  extortioners,  boat- men,  tidewaiters, 

fwnZ  f  'r^'  worfe  than  a 

fwaim  of  mufquetoes  I  proceeded  a  little  too  roughly  to 

b  ufh  them  away  with  my  rattan  ;  the  ffurdy  rogues  took 
tjis  in  dudpon,  and  beginning  to  rebel,  the  mob  chofe 
iiieient  lines,  and  a  furious  IcufHe  enfued  ;  in  the  courfe 
ot  which,  my  perfon  and  apparel  fufTered  fo  much,  that  I 
was  obiigcG  to  ficp  into  the  firll  tavern  to  refit,  before  I 
coujci  make  my  approaches  in  any  decent  trim 

6W-.  All  without  is  as  I  willi  ;  dear  Naiure  add  the 
relf,  and  I  am  happy  {afide.)  Well,  Mr.  Belcour,  ’tis  a 
rough  fainple  you  have  had  of  my  countrymen’s  fpirit  ; 
but,^  1  truft,  you  11  not  think  the  worfe  of  tiiern  for  it. 

hel.  iNot  at  all,  not  at  all  ;  I  like  ’em  the  better  ;  was 
I  otdy  a  vilKor,  1  might,  perhaps,  wifh  them  a  little  more 
tradable  ;  out,  as  a  fellow  fubjed,  .and  a  fiiarer  in  their 
freedom,  1  applaud  their  fpirit,  though  1  feci  the  efieds  of 
It  in  every  bone  of  iny  fkia. 

S  t  eh 
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Siock.  That’s  well ;  I  like  that  well.  How  gladly  I  could 
fall  upon  his  neck,  and  own  myfelf  his  father  !  (a/ide.) 

B.d,  Well,  Mr.  Stockwell,  for  the  firft  time  in  my  life, 
here  am  1  in  England;  at  the  fountain-head  of  plealure,  in 
the  land  of  beauty,  of  arts,  and  elegancies.  My  happy  ftars 
have  given  me  a  good  ellate,  and  the  confpirlng  winds 
have  blown  me  hither  to  fpend  it. 

Stock.  I'o  li'e  it,  not  to  wade  it,  I  fliould  hope;  to 
treat  it,  Mr.  Belcour,  not  as  a  vafi'al,  over  whom  you 
have  a  Vv^anton  and  a  defpotic  power;  but  as  a  fubjedf, 
which  you  are  bound  to  govern  vrith  a  temperate  and  re- 
drained  authority. 

Be/,  d'rue,  Sir;  moil  truly  faid  ;  mine’s  a  commillion, 
not  a  right :  1  am  the  oIFspring  of  diftrefs,  and  every  child 
of  forrow  is  my  brother;  while  i  have  hands  to  hold,  there¬ 
fore,  1  will  hold  them  open  to  mankind:  hut.  Sir,  my 
palTions  are  my  mailers ;  they  take  me  where  they  v.'iil ; 
and  oftentimes  they  leave  to  reafon  and  to  virtue  nothing 
but  my  vvifnes  and  my  fighs. 

Stock.  Come,  come,  the  man  who  can  accufe  corrcdls 
himfelf. 

Bel.  Ah  !  that’s  an  ofEce  I  am  weary  of ;  I  udih  a  friend 
v/ould  take  it  up  :  I  would  to  Heaven  you  had  leifure  for 
the  employ  ;  but,  did  you  drive  a  trade  to  the  four  corners 
of  the  world,  you  would  not  find  the  talk  fo  toilfome  ^iS  to 
keep  me  free  from  faults. 

Stock.  Well,  I  am  not  difeouraged:  this  candour  tells 
me  1  fliould  not  have  the  fault  of  felf-conceit  to  combat ; 
that,  at  lead,  is  not  amongd  the  number. 

Bel.  No;  if  I  knew  that  man  on  earth  who  thought 
more  humbly  of  me  than  I  do  of  myfelf,  i  wmuid  take  up 
his  opinion,  and  forego  my  own. 

Stock.  And,  v/as  I  to  chufe  a  pupil,  it  fliould  be  one  of 
your  complexirn  :  fo  if  you’li  come  along  with  me,  we’l! 
agree  upon  your  admiilion,  and  enter  on  a  courfe  of  lec¬ 
tures  diredfly. 

Bel.  With  all  my  heart.  \Exeunt. 


SCENE  VL 

Scene  changes  to  a  rcs??i  in  Lady  R u sport’ ^  houfe. 

Lady  R tj spo r  t  and  Ch  a  r  lo t t e . 

L.  Riif.  Mifs  Rufport,  F  defirc  to  heai  no  more  of  Cap¬ 
tain  Dudley  and  his  deiEtute  family  :  not  a  ibilling  of 


\ 


^iine  fhall  ever  crofs  the  hands  of  any  of  them ;  becaufe  m^' 

lii.er  chofe  to  marry  a  beggar,  am  1  bound  to  fupooft  him 
iiiiii  his  poUcrity  ? 

Char,  1  think  you  are, 

L.  RuJ,  \  ou  think  1  am  j  and  pray  where  do  you  find' 
the  law  that  tells  you  fb  ?  ^ 

Char,  I  am  not  proficient  enough  to  quote  chapter  and 
veife;  but  I  take  charity  to  be  amain  claule  in  the  o-reat 
ilatute  of  chriftianitv.  ^ 


L,  Riif.  I  lay  charity,  indeed  !  And  pray,  Mifs,  are 
you  iure  that  it  is  charity,  pure  charity,  which  moves  you 
to  plead  for  Captain  Dudley  ?  Amongfi;  all  your  pity,  do 
you  find  no  fpice  of  a  certain  anti-fpiritual  pafiion,  called 
love  ?  Don't  miftake  yourfeh';  you  are  no  faint,  child, 
believe  me;  and,  lam  apt  to  think,  the  difirefics  of  ofd 
Dudley,  and  of  his  daughter  into  the  bargain,  w^ould  never 
break  your  heart,  if  there  v/as  not  a  certain  young  fellow 
of  two  and  twenty  in  the  cafe;  who,  by  the  happy  recom¬ 
mendation  of  a  good  prrfon,  and  the  brilliant  appoint¬ 
ments  of  an  cnfigncy,  will,'  if  1  am  not  mifiaken,  cozen 
you  out  of  a  fortune  of  twice  tv/enty  thoufand  pounds,  as 
fbon  as  ever  you  are  of  age  to  befiow  it  upon  him. 

f A  nephew^  of  your  ladyfliip’s  can  never  want  any 
other  recommej^.dation  with  me;  and,  if  my  partiality  for 
Clrarles  Dudley  is  acquitted  by  the  reff  of  the  world,  i 
hope  Lady  Rnfport  will  not  condemn  me  for  it. 


L.  Ruf,  1  condemn  you!  I  thank  Heaven,  jMifs  Rufport, 
I  am  no  ways  rcfponfible  for  your  conducf ;  nor  is  it  any 
concern  of  mine  how  you  difpofe  of  yourfelf ;  you  are  not 
n\y  daughter  ;  and,  when  I  married  your  father,  poor  Sir 
Stephen  Rufport,  1  found  you  a  forward  fpoiled  Mifs  of 
hiurieen,  far  above  being  infirubted  me. 

Char,  Perhaps  your  iadyfhip  calls  this  infirudion. 

L.  RuJ,  You’re  ffrangely  pert;  but  ’tis  no.  wonder: 
your  mother.  I’m  told  was  a  fine  lady;  and  according; 
to  the  modern  fiile  of  education  you  was  brought  up.  D 
was  not  fo  in  my  young  days  ;  there  was  then  Ibmc  deco¬ 
rum  in  the  wmrid,  fome  fubordination,  as  the  great  Locke 
exprefits  it.  Oh  1  Ywas  an  edifying  fight,  to  fee  the  re¬ 
gular  deportment  obferved  in  our  fiimily  :  no  gigling;,  no 
gofliping  was  going  on  there;  my  good  father.  Sir  Oliver 
Koundhead,  never  was  feen  to  laugh  himfclf,  nor  ever  al¬ 
lowed  Jt  in  his  children. 
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Char.  Ay  ;  thofe  were  happy  times,  indeed. 

L.  Ruf  But,  in  this  forward  age,  we  have  coquets  iri 
the  egg-Oiel],  and  philofophers  in  the  cradle;  girls  of  fif¬ 
teen  that  lead  the  fafhion  in  new  caps  and  new  opinions," 
that  have  their  fentiments  and  their  fenfatiohs;  and  the  idle 
fops  encourage  ’em  in  it :  O’  my  confcience,  I  w^onder 
what  it  is  the  men  can  fee  in  fuch  babies. 

Char,  True,  madam  ;  hut  all  men  do  hot  overlook  the 
maturer  beauties  of  your  ladyfhip’s  age,  witnefs  your  ad¬ 
mirer  Major  iJennis  O’Flaherty ;  there’s  an  example  of 
fome  difeernment ;  I  declare  to  you,  when  your  ladylhip 
is  by,  the  Major  takes  no  more  notice  of  me  than  if  i  was 
part  of  the  furniture  of  your  chamber. 

L.  Ruf,  The  Major,  child,  has  travelled  through  va¬ 
rious  kingdoms  and  climates,  and  has  more  enlarged  no¬ 
tions  of  female  merit  than  falls  to  the  lot  of  an  Englini 
home-bred  lover  5  in  moil:  other  countries,  no  woman  on 
your  fide  forty  would  ever  be  named  in  a  polite  circle. 

Char.  Right,  Madam;  I’ve  been  told  that  in  Vienna' 
they  have  coquets  upon  crutches,  and  Venufes  in  their 
grand  clima6leric  ;  a  lover  there  celebrates  the  wrinkles,’ 
not  the  dimples,  in  his  miftrefs’s  face.  The  Major,  i 
think,  has  ferved  in  the  imperial  army. 

L,  Ruf.  Are  you  piqu’d,  my  young  madam  ?  Had  my 
fiRer,  Louifa,  yielded  to  the  addrelles  of  one  of  Major 
O’Flaherty’s  person  and  appearance,  (lie  would  have  had 
fome  excufe  :  but  to  run  away,  as  (he  did,  at  the  age  of 
iixteen  too,  with  a  man  of  old  Dudley’s  fort - 

Char.  Was,  in  my  opinion,  the  moil  venial  trefpafs 
that  ever  girl  of  fixteen  committed  ;  of  a  noble  family,  an 
engaging  perfon,  flridl  honour,  and  found  underflanding, 
what  accomplifhment  was  there  wanting  in  Captain  Dud¬ 
ley,  but  that  which  the  prodigality  of  his  anceRors  had 
deprived  him  of? 

L.  Ruf.  They  left  him  as  much  as  he  deferves ;  hasn’t 
the  old  man  captain’s  half  pay?  And  is  not  the  don  an 

enfign  ? 

Char.  An  enfign  I  Alas,  poor  Charles  !  Would  to 
Heaven  he  knew  Vvhat  my  heart  feels  and  lufFers  lor  his 
fake. 

Servant  enters* 

Sef,  Enfisn  Dudiev  to  wait  upon  your  ladvihip. 

C  ’  '  1.  Ruf. 


I 


TO 


the  E  S  T  INDIAN: 

Zr.  Ruf.  Who  !  Dudley  !  What  can  have  brought  him 
to  town  ? 

Cjhor*  Dear  niadanij  tis  Charles  Dudley^  ^tis  your  ne¬ 
phew. 

L.  Ruf,  Nephew  !  I  renounce  him  as  my  nephew  ;  Sir 
Oliver  renounced  him  as  his  grandlon  :  wasn’t  he  Ton  of 
the  eldeh  daughter,  and  only  male  defeendant  of  Sir  Oli¬ 
ver  ;  and  didn’t  he  cut  him  off  with  a  {hilling?  Didn’t  the 

poor  dear  good  man  leave  his  whole  fortune  to  me,  except 
a  fmall  annuity  to  my  maiden  filler,  who  fpoiled  her  con- 
ilitution  witn  nurfing  him  ?  And,  depend  upon  it,  not  a 
penny  of  that  fortune  fliall  ever  be  difpofed  of  othervvife 
than  according  to  the  will  of  the  donor.  (Charles 
Dudley  enters,)  So  young  man,  whence  come  you? 
What  brings  you  to  town  ? 

Charles,  ii  there  is  any  offence  in  my  coming  to  town, 
your  ladyfhip  is  in  fome  degree  refponfible  for  it,  for  part 
of  my  errand  was  to  pay  my  duty  here. 

L,Ruf  1  hope  you  have  fome  better  excufe  than  all  this. 

Charles,  Xis  true,  madam,  I  have  other  motives  ;  but, 
if  I  confider  my  trouble  repaid  by  the  pleafure  1  now  enjoy, 
1  fiiould  hope  my  aunt  would  not  think  my  company  the 
jefs  welcome  for  the  value  I  let  upon  her’s. 

L,  RuJ,  Coxcomb  !  And  where  is  your  father,  child  • 
and  your  filler  ?  Are  they  in  town  too  ?  * 

Charles,  They  are. 

Z.  Ruf.  Ridiculous  I  I  don’t  know  what  people  do  in 
London,  who  have  no  money  to  fpend  in  it. 

Chai  •  Dear  madam,  Ipcak  more  kindly  to  your  ne¬ 
phew  ;  how  can  you  opprefs  a  youth  of  his  fenfibility  ? 

L,  Ruf,  Mifs  Rufport,  I  inlifl  upon  your  retiring  to 
your  apartment;  when  1  want  your  advice  I’ll  fend  to  you. 
\Exit  Charlotte.;  So  you  have  put  on  a  red  coat  too, 
us  well  as  your  father;  ’tis  plain  what  value  you  fet  upon 
the  good  advice  Sir  Oliver  uied  to  giv'e  you  ;  how  often 
has  he  caution’d  you  againil  the  army  ? 

Charles.  Had  it  pleafed  my  grandfather  to  enable  me  to 
have  obeyed  his  caution,  I  would  have  done  it ;  but  you 
well  know  how  deflitute  1  am  ;  and  ’tis  not  to  be  wonder’d 
at  if  i  prefer  the  fervice  of  my  king  to  that  of  any  other 
niafler. 

L  Ruf.  Well,  well,  take  your  own  courfe ;  ^tis  no 
concern  of  mine  :  you  never  confultcd  me. 


Charles, 
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Charles.  I  frequently  wrote  to  your  ladyfhip,  but  could 
©btain  no  anfwer ;  and,  lincc  my  grandfather’s  death,  this 
is  the  firfl  opportunity  1  have  had  of  waiting  upon  you. 

L.  Kuf.  i  mult  delire  you  not  to  mention  the  death  of 
that  dear  good  man  in  my  hearing,  my  fpirits  cannot  fup- 
port  it. 

Charles.  I  fhall  obey  you  :  permit  me  to  fay,  that,  as  that 
event  has  richly  lupplied  you  with  the  materials  of  bounty, 
the  diftreffes  of  my  family  can  furnifh  you  with  objedts  of  it. 

L,  RuJ.  The  diflrelTes  of  your  family,  child,  are  quite 
out  of  the  queftion  at  prefent  ;  had  Sir  Oliver  been  pleafed 
to  conlider  them,  1  fliould  have  been  well  content;  but  he 
has  ablbluteiy  taken  no  notice  of  you  in  his  will,  and  that 
to  me  mulf  and  fhall  be  a  law.  "I'ell  your  father  and  your 
fifier  I  totally  difapprov^e  of  their  coming  up  to  town. 

Charles  iViufI:  I  tell  my  father  that  before  your  ladyfhip 
knows  the  motive  that  brought  him  hither  ?  Allur’d  by  the 
offer  of  exchanging  for  a  commiflion  on  full  pay,  the  ve¬ 
teran,  after  thirty  years  fervice,  prepares  to  encounter  the 
fatal  heats  ot  Senegambia;  but  wants  a  fmall  fupply  to 
equip  him  for  the  expedition. 

Servant  enters, 

Ser.  Major  O’Flaherty  to  wait  on  your  ladyfin’p. 

M  A  j  o  R  enters, 

O' Fla,  Spare  your  fpeeches,  young  man  ;  don’t  you 
think  her  ladyfhip  can  take  my  word  for  that  ?  I  hope, 
madam,  ’tis  evidence  enough  of  my  being  prefent,  when 
I’ve  the  honour  of  telling  you  fo  myfelf. 

L  Ruf.  Major  O’Fiaiierty,  i  am  rejoiced  to  fee  you. 
Nephew  Dudley,  you  perceive  I’m  engaged. 

Charles,  »  fhall  not  intrude  upon  your  ladyfhip’s  more 
agreeable  engagements.  1  prefume  I  have  my  anfwer. 

L,  Ruf,  Your  anfwer,  child  !  What  anfwer  can  you 
pofTibly  expedf ;  or  how  can  your  romantic  father  fuppofe 
that  I  am  to  abet  him  in  all  his  idle  and  extravagant  un¬ 
dertakings  ?  Come,  Major,  let  me  fhew  you  the  way  into 
my  drefTing-room  j  and  let  us  leave  this  young  adventurer 
to  his  meditation.  [Exit» 

O'  Fla,  1  follow  you,  my  lady.  Young  gentleman,  your 
obedient  !  Upon  my  confcience,  as  fine  a  'young  fellow 
as  1  wou’d  wifh  to  clap  my  eyes  on ;  he  might  have  aa- 

C  2  fwei’d 
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fwer  d  my  falute,  however — well,  let  it  pafs  ;  Fortune, 
perhaps,  frowns  upon  the  poor  lad;  (lie’s  a  damn’d  (lip- 
pery  lady,  and  very  apt  to  jilt  us  poor  fellows,  that  wear 
cockades  iu  our  hats.  Fare- tliee> well,  honey,  wdioever 
thou  art.  ’  ‘  ^  [£xi/. 

Charles,  So  much  for  the  virtues  of  a  puritan  ;  out  upon 
it,  her  heart  is  flint;  yet  that  woman,  that  aunt  of  mine, 
without  one  w^orthy  particle  in  her  compofition,  wou’d,  1 
dare  be  fworn,  as  foon  fet  her  foot  in  a  peft-houfe,  as  in. 
a  play-houfe.  [goings 

(Miss  Ru sport  enters  to  himC) 

Char,  Stop,  ftay  a  little,  Charles,  whither  are  you 
going  in  fuch  hafte  ? 

Charles,  Madam;  Mifs  Rufport;  what  are  your  com-* 
rnands  ? 

Char,  Why  fo  referyed  ?  We  had  ufed  to  anfwer  to  na 
other  names  than  thofe  of  Charles  and  Charlotte. 

Charles,  What  ails  you  ?  you've  been  weeping. 

Char,  No,  no;  or  ,if  I  have — your  eyes  are  full  too; 
but  1  have  a  thoufand  things  to  fay  to  you  :  before  you  go,^ 
tell  me,  I  conjure  you,  where  you  are  to  be  found  ;  here, 
give  me  your  diredfion  ;  write  it  upon  the  back  of  this 
vifiting-ticket — Have  you  a  pencil  ? 

Charles,  I  have  :  but  why  (hou'd  you  defire  to  find  us 
put  ?  ’tis  a  poor  little  inconvenient  place  ;  my  fifter  has 
no  apartment  fit  to  receive  you  in. 

S  E  R  V  A  N  T  enters, 

Ser,  Madam,  my  lady  defires  your  company  dircdUy, 

Char,  I  am  coming — well,  have  you  wrote  it  ?  Give  it 
me.  O  Charles  !  either  you  do  not,  or  you  will  not 
Viiderftand  me.  .  '  cunt  fever  ally,) 


of  the  First  Act. 
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ACT  II.  S  C  E  N  E  I. 

J  Roo?n  in  Fulmer’s  Houfe. 

Fulmer  and  Mrs.  Fulmer. 

Jldrs,  FuL  how  you  fit,  mufing  and  mopeing, 

▼  T  fighing  and  defponding !  I’m  afhamed 
of  you,  Mr.  Fulmer:  is  this  the  country  you  defcribed  to 
me,  a  fiecond  Eldorado,  rivers  of  gold  and  rocks  of  dia¬ 
monds?  You  found  me  in  a  pretty  fnug  retir’d  way  of  life 
at  Bologne,  out  of  the  noife  and  buftle  of  the  world,  and 
wholly  at  my  eafe  ;  you,  indeed,  was  upon  the  wing,  with 
a  fiery  perfecution  at  your  back  :  but,  like  a  true  fon  of 
Loyola^  you  had  then  a  thoufand  ingenious  devices  to  re¬ 
pair  your  fortune  3  and  this,  your  native  country  was  to  be 
the  fi^ene  of  your  performances :  fool  that  I  was,  to  be  in¬ 
veigled  into  it  by  you  ;  but,  thank  Heaven,  our  partner- 
fhip  is  revocable  ;  I  am  not  your  wedded  wife,  praifed  be 
my  liars !  for  what  have  v/e  got,  whom  have  we  gull’d 
buf  ourfelves ;  which  of  all  your  trains  has  taken  fire ; 
even  this  poor  expedient  of  your  bookfeller’s  fhop  feems 
abandoned  ;  for  if  a  chance  cuftomer  drops  in,  who  is 
there,  pray,  to  help  him  to  what  he  wants  ? 

■  Ful,  Patty,  you  know  it  is  not  upon  flight  grounds  that 
I  defpair ;  there  had  us’d  to  be  a  livelihood  to  be  pick’d  up 
in  this  country,  both  for  the  honeft  and  difhonelt :  I  have 
tried  each  walk,  and  am  likely  to  flarve  at  laft ;  there  is 
not  a  point  to  which  the  wit  and  faculty  of  man  can  turn, 
that  1  have  not  fet  mine  to ;  but  in  vain,  I  am  beat  through 
every  quarter  of  the  compafs. 

Mrs,  FuL  Ah  !  common  efforts  all ;  ftrike  me  a  mafter- 
llroke,  Mr.  Fulmer,  if  you  wifh  to  make  any  figure  in 
this  country. 

FuL  But  where,  how,  and  what  ?  I  have  blufler’d  for 
prerogative;  I  have  bellowed  for  freedom  ;  I  have  offer’d 
to  ferve  my  country;  I  have  engaged  to  betray  it;  a 
mafter-ftroke,  truly ;  why,  I  have  talked  treafon,  writ 
treafon,  and  if  a  man  can’t  live  by  that  he  can  live  by 
nothing.  Here  I  fet  up  as  a  bookfeller,  why  men  left  off 
reading;  and  if  I  w^as  to  turn  butcher,  I  believe,  o’my 
confcience  they’d  leave  off  eating. 
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(Capt.  Dudley  croffes  the Jlage.) 

Mrs.  FuL  Why  there  now’s  your  lodger,  old  Captain 
Dudley,  as  he  calls  himfelf ;  there’s  no  flint  without  fire ; 

fiomething  might  be  ftruck:  out  of  him,  if  you’d  the  wit  to 
iind  the  way. 

FuL  Hang  him,  an  old  dry  ikin’d  curmudgeon  ;  you 
may  as  well  think  to  get  truth  out  of  a  courtier,  or  can¬ 
dour  out  of  a  critic  .  i  can  make  nothing  of  him ;  befides, 
he  s  poor,  and  therefore  not  for  our  purpofe. 

yl/rj.  FuL  The  more  fool  he  !  Wou’d  any  man  be  poor 
that  had  fuch  a  prodigy  in  his  poffeihon  ? 

Ful.  His  daughter,  you  mean  j  fhe  is,  indeed,  uncom¬ 
monly  beautiful. 

Adrs,  FuL  beautiful  !  W'  hy  fhe  need  only  be  Teen,  to 
have  the  lirfl  men  in  the  kingdom  at  her  feet,  tgad,  I 
wifli  1  had  the  leafing  of  her  beauty^  what  would  fome 
of  our  young  Nabobs  give _ \ 

Ful  HuOi!  here  comes  the  captain;  good  girl,  leave 
us  to  ouiTelves,  and  let  me  try  what  I  can  make  of  him. 

Mrs.  FuL  Captain,  truly  !  i’faith  Pd  have  a  regiment, 
had  I  fucn  a  daughter,  before  1  was  three  months  older. 

SCENE  III. 


Captain  Dudley  enters  to  him, 

Ful.  Captain  Dudley,  good  morning  to  you. 

Dud.  Mr.  Fulmer,  I  have  borrowed  a  book  from  your 
Ihop;  ^tis  the  fixth  volume  of  my  dcceafed  friend  Triftram  ; 
he  is  a  flattering  writer  to  us  poor  foldiers  ;  and  the  divine 
flory  of  Le  Fevre,  which  makes  part  of  this  book,  in  my 
opinion  of  it,  does  honour  not  to  its  author  onlv  hut  tn 
human  nature.  ^ 

1‘uL  He’s  an  author  I  keep  in  the  way  of  trade,  but  one 

I  never  lelifli’d  ;  he  is  much  too  loofe  and  profligate  for 
my  tafle. 

Dud.  7  hat’s  being  too  fevere:  I  hold  him  to  be  a  mo- 
ralillin  the  noblefi:  fenfe  ;  he  plays  indeed  with  the  fancy, 
and  fometimes  perhaps  too  wantonly;  but  while  he  thus 
defignedly  mafks  his  main  attack,  he  comes  at  once  upon 
the  heart  5  refines,  amends  it,  fofiens  it;  beats  down  each 
felhfii  barrier  from  about  it,  and  opens  every  fluice  of  pity 
and  benevolence. 

Ful.  We  of  the  catholic  pcrfuafion  are  not  much  bound 
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K)  him.~ - Well,  Sir,  1  fhall  not  oppofe  your  opinion; 

a  favourite  author  is  like  a  favourite  miftrefs ;  and  there 

you  know.  Captain,  no  man  likes  to  have  his  tade  ar- 
rai«;ned. 

Dud*  Upon  my  word,  Sir,  I  don’t  know  what  a  man 
likes  in  that  cafe ;  ’tis  an  experiment  1  never  made. 

I^ui,  Sir  I — Are  you  ferious  ? 

I)i^d,  ’  Fas  of  little  confequence  whether  you  think  fb. 

Ful.  VVhat  a  formal  old  prig  it  is  !  (q/Jue,)  1  apprehend 
you,  Sir;  you  fpeak  with  caution  ;  you  are  married  ? 

Dud,  1  have  been. 

Ful,  And  this  young  lady,  which  accompanies  you— 

Dud,  Pafles  for  my  daughter. 

Ful. ^  Pafies  for  his  daughter  !  humph— She  is 
exceedingly  beautiful,  finely  accomplifhed,  of  a  moft  en¬ 
chanting  fhape  and  air. 

Dud,  You  are  much  too  partial ;  flie  has  the  greatefi: 
defeef  a  woman  can  have. 

Ful,  How  fo,  pray  I 

Dud,  She  has  no  fortune. 

Ful,  Rather  fay  that  you  have  none  ;  and  that’s  a  fore 
defedl:  in  one  of  your  years,  Captain  Dudley :  you’ve 
ferved,  no  doubt  ?  ^ 

Dud.  Familiar  Coxcomb  f  But  I’ll  humoyr  him  (aftde,) 

FuL  A  clofe  old  fox  I  But  I’ll  unkennel^him  (aftde.)  ' 

Dud,  Above  'thirty  years  Pve  been  in  the  fervice,  Mr. 
Fulmer.  ^ 

Ful,  I  guefs’d  as  much  ;  I  laid  it  at  no  lefs  :  why  ’tis  a 
wearifome  time  ;  ’tis  an  apprenticefhip  to  a  profeflion,  fit 
only  for  a  patriarch.  But  preferment  muft  be  clofely  Vol- 
lowed :  you  never  could  have  been  fo  far  behind  hand  in 
the  chace,  unlefs  you  had  palpably  miftaken  your  way. 

You’ll  pardon  me,  but  I  begin  to  perceive  you  have  lived 
in  the  world,  not  with  it. 

Dud,  It  may  be  fo ;  and  you,  perhaps,  Can  give  me 
Better  council.  I’m  now  folidting  a  favour ;  an  exchange 
to  a  company  on  full  pay;  nothing  more;  and  yet  I  meet 
a  thoufand  bars  to  that ;  tho’,  without  boafiing,  I  fliould 
ihink  the  certificate  of  fervices,  which  1  font  in,  might 
have  purchafed  that  indulgence  to  me.  ^ 

^  FuL  Who  thinks  or  cares  about  ’em  ?  Certificate  of  fer¬ 
vices,  indeed  !  Send  in  a  certificate  of  vour  fair  daughter  * 
^:arrv  her  in  your  hand  witli  you.  ^  * 
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What!  Who!  My  daughter!  Carry  my  daughter  ! 
Well,  and  what  then  ? 

FuL  Why,  then  your  fortune’s  made,  that’s  all. 

Dud.  I  underftand  you  :  and  this  you  call  knowledge  of 
the  world?  Defpicable  knowledge  5  but,  firrah,  i  will 
kave  you  know — (^threatening  him. ) 

FuL  Help  1  Who’s  within?  Wou’d  you  ftrike  me.  Sir; 
wou’d  you  lift  up  your  hand  againft  a  man  in  his  own 
houfe  ? 

Dud,  In  a  church,  if  he  dare  infult  the  poverty  of  a  man 
of  honour. 

FuL  Have  a  care  what  you  do ;  remember  there  is  fuch 
a  thing  in  law  as  an  afl'ault  and  battery  ;  ay,  and  fuch 
trifling  forms  as  warrants  and  indicftments. 

Dud.  Go,  Sir ;  you  are  too  mean  for  my  refentment : 
^tis  that,  and  not  the  law,  proteds  you.  Hence  ! 

FuL'  An  old,  abfurd,  incorrigible  blockhead  !  I’ll  be 
reveng’d  of  him  (aftde. ) 

SCENE  III. 

Young  Dudley  enters  to  him. 

Charles,  W^hat  is  the  matter.  Sir  ?  Sure  I  heard  an  out¬ 
cry  as  1  enter’d  the  houfe. 

Dud,  Not  unlikely;  our  landlord  and  his  wife  are  for 
ever  wrangling. — Did  you  find  your  aunt  Dudley  at  home? 

Charles,  I  did* 

Dud.  And  what  was  your  reception  ? 

Charles,  Cold  as  our  poverty  and  her  pride  could  make 

it. 

Dud,  You  told  her  the  preffing  occafion  I  had  for  a 
fmall  fupply  to  equip  me  for  this  exchange  ;  has  fhc 
granted  me  the  relief  I  af^ed  ? 

Charles,  Alas  !  Sir,  fhe  has  peremptorily  refufed  it.^  ^ 

Dud.  That’s  hard ;  that’s  hard,  indeed  !  My  petition 
was  for  a  fmall  fum;  fhe  has  refufed  it,  you  fay  :  well,  be 
it  fo  ;  I  muft  not  complain.  Did  you  fee  the  broker  about 
the  infurance  on  my  life  ? 

Charles,  There  again  I  am  the  meflenger  of  ill  news ; 
I  can  raife  no  money,  fo  fatal  is  the  climate  :  alas  !  that 
ever  my  father  fhould  be  fent  to  perifh  in  fuch  a  place  ! 

SCENE  IV. 

Miss  Dudley  enters  hajlih. 

Dud.  Louifa,  what’s  the  matter  ?  you  feem  frighted. 
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/  / 

Lou.  I  am,  indeed  :  coming  from  Mifs  Rufport’sy  I  met 
t  young  gentleman  in  the  ftreets,  who  has  befet  me  in  the 
ftrangett  manner. 

Charles.  Inlufferable  !  Was  he  rude  to  you 

Lqu.  1  cannot  fay  he  was  abfolutely  rude  to  me,  but  he 
was  very  importunate  to  fpealc  to  me,  and  once  or  twice 
attempted  to  lift  up  my  hat:  he  follow'd  me  to  the  corner 
of  the  ftreet,  and  there  I  gave  him  the  flip. 

Dud.  You  muff  walk  no  more  in  the  facets,  child^ 
without  me,  or  your  brother. 

Lou.  O  Charles!  Mifs  Rufport  defires  to  fee  you  di- 
redly;  Lady  Rufport  is  gone  out,  and  flic  has  fomething 
particular  to  fay  to  you. 

Charles.  Have  you  any  commands  for  me,  Sir? 

Dud,  None,  my  dear;  by  all  means  wait  upon  Mifs 
Rufport.  Come,  Louifa,  1  (hall  defire  you  to  go  up  to  your 
chamber,  and  compofe  yourfelh  [^Exeunt, 

SCENE  V. 

Belcour  enters^  after  peeping  in  at  ike  doot, 

Bel.  Not  a  foul,  as  Tm  alive.  Why,  what  an  odd  fort  of 
a  houfe  is  this  I  Confound  the  little  jilt,  (he  has  fairly  given 
me  the  flip.  A  plague  upon  this  London,  I  fhali  have  no  luck 
in  it:  fuch  a  crowd,  and  fuch  a  hurry,  and  fuch  a  number 
of  (hops,  and  one  fo  like  the  other,  that  whether  the  wench 
turn’d  into  this  houfe  or  the  next,  or  wdicther  (he  v/ont  up 
(fairs  or  down  flairs,  (for  there’s  a  w^orld  above  and  a  world 
below,  it  feems)  I  declare,  I  know  no  more  than  if  I  was 
in  the  Blue  Mountains.  In  the  name  of  all  the  devils  at 
once,  why  did  (he  run  away?  If  every  handfome  girl  I 
meet  in  this  tov/n  is  to  lead  me  fuch  a  wild-goofe  chace,  1 
had  better  have  fay’d  in  the  torrid  zone:*  1  fhali  be  w'affed 
to  the  fize  of  a  fugar-cane:  what  (hall  I  do?  give  the 
chace  up?  hang  it,  that’s  cowardly :  fnall  I,  a  true-born 
fon  of  Pheebus,  fufFer  this  little  nimble-fo('ted  Daphne  to 

efcape  me? - Forbid  it  honour,  and  foibld  it  love.  ’ 

Hufhl  hufla !  here  fhe  comes!  Oh!  the  devil!  What 
tawdry  thing  have  we  got  here  ? 

Mrs,  Fulmer  enters  to  him, 

Mrs.  Ful.  Your  humble  fervant.  Sir. 

Bel,  Your  humble  fervant,  Madam. 

I>  Mn.  Ful. 
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FuJ,  A  fine  fummer’s  day,  Sir,. 

BeL  Yes,  Ma’am,  and  fo  cool,  that  if  the  calendar 
didn’t  call  it  July,  I  fliou’d  fwear  it  was  January. 

Mrs,  FuL  Sir! 

BeL  Madam  ! 

Mrs,  FuL  Do  you  wifh  to  fpeak  to  Mr.  Fulmer,  Sir? 

Bel,  Mr.  Fulmer,  Madam?  1  havn’t  the  honour  of 
knowing  fuch  a  perfon. 

Mrs,  FuL  No,  I’ll  be  fworn,  have  you  not;  thou  art 
much  too  pretty  a  fellow,  and  too  much  of  a  gentleman, 
to  be  an  author  thyl'elf,  or  to  have  any  thing  to  fay  to 
thofe  that  are  fo.  ’Tis  the  Captain,  1  fuppole,  you  are 
v/aiting  for. 

BeL  I  rather  fufpedl  it  is  the  Captain’s  wife. 

Airs,  FuL  The  Captain  has  no  wife,  Sir. 

BeL  No  wife!  I’m  heartily  forry  for  it ;  for  then  file’s 
his  miftrefs;  and  that  1  take  to  be  the  more  defperate  cafe 
of  the  two:  pray.  Madam,  wasn’t  there  a  lady  juft  now 
turn’d  into  your  houfe  ?  ’Twas  with  her  I  wifh  d  to  ipeak. 

Mrs,  FuL  What  fort  of  a  lady,  pray? 

BeL  One  of  the  lovelieft  fort  my  eyes  ever  beheld  ; 
young,  tall,  frefli,  fair ;  in  fhort,  a  goddefs. 

iVhs,  Ful.  Nay,  but  dear,  dear  Sir,  now  I’m  fure  you 
flatter;  for ’twas  me  you  followed  into  the  fhop-door  this 
minute, 

,  BeL  You  !  No,  no,  take  my  word  for  it,  it  was  not  you. 
Madam. 

Airs.  Ful.  But  what  is  it  you  laugh  at? 

BeL  Upon  my  foul,  I  afk  your  pardon;  but  it  was  not 
you,  believe  me;  be  affur’d  it  wasn’t. 

Mrs.  Ful.  Well,  Sir,  I  ftiall  not  contend  for  the  honour 
of  being  notic’d  by  you  ;  I  hope  you  think  you  woudn  t 
have  been  the  firft  man  that  notic’d  me  in  the  ftreets; 
however,  this  I’m  pofitivc  of,  that  no  living  woman  but 
myfelf  has  enter’d  thefe  doors  this  morning. 

Bel.  Why  then  I’m  miftaken  in  the  houfe,  that’s  all  ; 
for  ’tis  not  humanly  poffible  i  can  be  fo  far  out  in  the 
lady  (going) 

Mrs.  Ful.  Coxcomb  I  But  hold —a  thought  occurs  ;  as 
fure  as  can  be  he  has  feen  Mifs  Dudley.  A  word  with 
you,  youug  gentleman  ;  comeback. 

JjeL  Well,  what’s  your  pleafure  ? 

Airs.  Ful.  You  feem  greatly  captivated  with  this  young 
hady;  are  you  apt  to  fall  in  love  thus  at  firft  fight? 
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BeL  Oh,  yes:  ’tis  the  only  way  I  can  ever  fall  in  love  ; 
any  man  may  tumble  into  a  pit  by  furprize,  none  but  a 
fool  would  walk  into  one  by  choice. 

Mrs,  Ful,  You  are  a  hafty  lover  it  Teems;  have  you 
fpirit  to  be  a  generous  one  ?  They  that  will  pleale  the  eye 
muftn’t  [pare  the  purfe. 

BeL  I'ry  me;  put  me  to  the  proof ;  bring  me  t©  an  in¬ 
terview  with  the  dear  girl  that  has  thus  captivated  me, 
and  fee  whether  I  have  Ipirit  to  be  grateful. 

Mrs,  Ful,  But  how,  pray,  am  1  to  know  the  girl  you 

have  fet  your  heart  on  ? 

BeL  By  an  undefcribable  grace,  that  accompanies  every 
look  and  adtion  that  falls  from  her:  there  can  be  but  one 
fuch  woman  in  the  world,  and  nobody  can  miffake  that 

one» 

Mrs,  Ful,  Well,  if  I  fhould  ftumble  upon  this  angel  in 
my  walks,  where  am  I  to  find  you?  VVhat’s  your  name? 
Bel,  Upon  my  foul,  I  can’t  tell  you  my  name. 

Mrs,  Ful.  Not  tell  me!  Whyfo? 

Bel.  Becaufe  I  don’t  know  what  it  is  myfclf;  as  yet  I 

have  no  name. 

Mrs,  Ful.  No  name  I 

BeL  None;  a  friend,  indeed,  lent  me  his;  but  he 
forbad  me  toufe  it  on  any  unworthy  occafion. 

A^rs.  Ful.  But  where  is  your  place  of  abode  ? 

BeL  I  have  none;  1  never  flept  a  night  in  England  in  my 

life. 

Mrs  Ful.  Hey-day ! 

SCENE  VE 

F  IT  L  M  E  R  enters. 

Ful.  A  fine  cafe,  truly,  in  a  free  country  ;  a  pretty 
pafs  things  are  come  to,  if  a  man  is  to  be  afTaulted  in  his 

own  houfe. 

il/rx.  Fz/A  Who  has  afTaulted  pu,  my  dear  ? 

FV.  Who!  why  this  Captain  Drawcanfir,  this  old 
Dudley,  my  lodger;  but  i’ll  unlodge  him;  i’ll  unhar*. 
hour  him,  1  warrant. 

Alrs.FuL  Hufh!  hufh  !  Hold  your  tongue  man  ;  pocket 
the  affront,  and  be  quiet  ;  i’ve  a  fcheme  on  foot  will 
pay  you  a  hundred  beatings.  Why  you  furprize  me, 
JVlr  Fulmer;  Captain  Dudley  aflault  you  !  ImpolTiblc. 

‘  *  D  2  FhL 
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FuL  Nay,  I  can’t  call  it  an  abfolute  aflault  ^  but  he 
threatened  me. 

A4rs,  FuL  Oh,  was  that  all  ?  I  thought  how  it  would 
turn  out — A  likely  thing,  truly,  for  a  perfon  of  his  oblige 
ing  compafiionate  turn:  no,  no,  poor  Captain  Dudley, 
he  has  forrows  and  diftreffes  enough  of  his  own  to  employ 
his  fpirits,  without  fetting  them  againfl:  other  people. 
Make  it  up  as  fall:  as  you  can:  watch  this  gentleman  out  ; 
follow  him  wherever  he  goes;  and  bring  me  word  who 
and  what  he  is;  be  fare  you  don’t  lofe  fight  of  him;  I’ve 
other  bufinefs  in  hand. 

Bel.  Pray,  Sir,  what  forrows  and  diflrefles  have  befallen 

this  old  gentleman  you  fpeak  of? 

FuL  Poverty,  difappointment,  and  all  the  diflreffes  at¬ 
tendant  thereupon :  forrow  enough  of  all  confcience  :  I 
icon  found  how  it  was  with  him  by  his  way  of  Jiving,  low 
enough  of  ail  reafon;  but  what  i  overheard  this  morning 
put  it  out  of  all  doubt. 

BeL  What  did  you  overhear  this  morning? 

FuL  Why,  it  feems  he  wants  to  join  his  regiment,  and 
has  been  beating  the  town  over  to  raife  a  little  money  for 
that  purpole  upon  his  pay;  but  the  climate,  1  find,  w^herc 
he  is  going,  is  fo  unhealthy,  that  nobody  can  be  found  to 
lend  him  any. 

Bel.  Why  then  your  town  is  a  damn’d  good-for-nothing 
town;  and  1  wiPi  i  had  never  come  into  it. 

FuL  I'hat’s  what  1  fay,  Sir;  the  hard-heartednefs  of 
feme  folks  is  unaccountable.  I'here’s  an  old  Lady  Rufport, 
a  neai  relation  of  this  gentleman’s;  flie  lives  hard  by  here, 
oppofite  lo  Stockweii’s,  the  great  merchant;  he  fent  to  her 
a  begging,  but  to  no  purpol’e;  though  flie  is  as  rich  as  a 
Jew,  fhe  wmuld  not  furmfii  him  with  a  farthing. 

BeL  is  the  Captain  at  home? 

FuL  He  is  up  Hairs,  Sir. ' 

BeL  Will  you  take  the  trouble  to  defire  him  to  flep 
hither?  i  want  to  fpeak  to  him. 

FuL  ril  fend  him  to  you  diredfly.  I  don’t  know  what  to 
make  of  this  young  man;  but,  if  I  live,  I  will  find  him 
out,  or  know  the  rcafon  w’hy.  [Exit, 

BeL  i’vc  lofl  the  girl  it  feems  ;  that’s  clear  ;  fhe  was  the 
firft  objeef  of  my  purfuit;  but  the  cafe  of  this  poor  officer 
touches  me;  and,  after  all,  there  may  be  as  much  true 
delight  ill  refeuing  a  fellow  creature  from  diflrcfs,  as  there 
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would  be  in  plunging  one  into  it - But  let  me  fee*  it’s  a 

pointy  that  muft  be  managed  with  fome  delicacy — Apropos  ! 
there’s  pen  and  ink — I’ve  Itruck  upon  a  method  that  will 
do  (writes.)  Ay,  ay,  this  is  the  very  thing;  ’tvvas  devilifh 
lucky  1  happen’d  to  have  thefe  bills  about  me.  ^  There, 
there,  fare  you  well ;  I’m  glad  to  be  rid  of  you ;  you  flood 
a  chance  of  being  worfe  applied,  1  can  tell  you  (enclofes 
andjeah  tbepaper^) 

SCENE  VIT. 

Fulmer  brings  in  Dudley, 

Ful.  That’s  the  gentleman,  Sir.  I  fliall  make  bold, 
however,  to  lend  an  ear. 

Dud,  Have  you  any  commands  for  me,  Sir*? 

Bel,  Your  name  is  Dudley,  Sir - ? 

Dud,  it  is, 

Bel,  You  command  a  company,  I  think.  Captain 
Dudley  ? 

Dud,  I  did  :  T  am  now  upon  half-pay. 

Bel,  You’ve  ferv’d  fome  time  ? 

Dud,  A  pretty  many  years  ;  long  enough  to  fee  fome 
people  of  more  merit,  and  better  interefl  than  myfelf, 
made  general  officers. 

Bel.  Their  merit  1  may  have  fome  doubt  of;  their  in- 
tereft  I  can  readily  give  credit  to;  there  is  little  promotion 
to  be  look’d  for,  in  your  profeflion,  1  believe,  without 
friends.  Captain  ? 

Dud,  I  believe  fo  too:  have  you  any  other  bufinefs 
with  me,  may  I  afk  ? 

Bel,  Your  patience  fora  moment.  I  was  informed  you 
was  about  to  join  your  regiment  in  diflant  quarters  abroad. 

Dud,  I  have  been  foliciting  an  exchange  to  a  company 
on  full-pay,  quarter’d  at  James’s  Fort,  in  Senegambia  ; 
but,  I’m  afraid,  I  muft  drop  the  undertaking. 

Bel,  Why  fo,  pray  ? 

Dud,  Why  fo.  Sir  ?  ’Tisa  home-queflion  fora  perfect 
llranger  to  put ;  there  is  fomething  very  particular  in  all 
this. 

Bel,  If  it  is  not  impertinent.  Sir,  allow  me  to  afk  you 
what  reafon  you  have  for  defpairing  of  fuccefs. 

Dud.  Why  really,  Sir,  mine  is  an  obvious  reafon  for  a 
foldier  to  have — Want  of  money  ;  fjmply  that. 

BcL 
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Bel.  May  I  beg  to  know  the  futn  you  have  occafion  for? 

Dud.  Truly,  Sir,  1  cannot  exactly  tell  you  on  a  fud- 
den;  nor  is  it,  I  fuppofe,  of  any  great  confcquence  to  you 
to  be  informed  ;  but  i  fliould  guefs,  in  the  grofs,  that  two 
hundred  pounds  would  ferve. 

Bel.  And  do  you  find  a  difficulty  in  raifing  that  fum 
upon  your  pay  ?  ’Xis  done  every  day. 

Dud.  The  nature  of  the  climate  makes  it  difficult :  I 
can  get  no  one  to  infure  my  life, 

Bel.  Oh  !  that’s  a  circumftance  may  make  for  you,  as 
well  as  againft  :  in  fhprt.  Captain  Dudley,  it  fo  happens, 
that  I  can  command  the  fum  of  two  hundred  pounds:  feek 
no  farther;  I’ll  accomodate  you  with  it  upon  eafy  terms. 

Dud.  Sir  I  do  I  underftand  you  rightly? — I  beg  your 
pardon  ;  but  am  I  to  believe  that  you  are  in  earneft  ? 

Bel.  What  is  your  furprize?  Is  it  an  uncommon  thing 
for  a  gentleman  to  fpeak  truth?  Or  is  it  incredible  that  one 
fellow  creature  fhould  affift  another  ? 

Dud.  1  aflc  your  pardon— May  1  beg  to  knov/  to  whom? 
Do  you  propofe  this  in  the  way  of  bufinefs  ? 

Bel.  Entirely  :  1  have  no  other  bufinefs  on  earth. 

Dud.  Indeed!  you  are  not  a  broker,  I’m  perfuaded, 

Bel.  I  am  not. 

Dud.  Nor  an  army  agent  I  think  ? 

Bel.  I  hope  you  will  not  think  the  worfe  of  me  for  being 
neither;  in  ihort.  Sir,  if  you  will  perufe  this  paper,  it  will 
explain  to  you  who  I  am,  and  upon  what  terms  I  adl ; 
while  you  read  it,  I  will  flep  home,  and  fetch  the  money; 
and  we  will  conclude  the  bargain  without  lofs  of  time,  la 
the  mean  while,  good  day  to  you.  \^hxit  hoftily. 

Dud.  Humph!  there’s  fomething  very  odd  in  all  this — 
let  me  fee  what  we’ve  got  here —  I  his  paper  is  to  tell  me 
who  he  is,  and  what  are  his  terms  :  in  the  name  of  won¬ 
der,  why  has  he  fealed  it !  Hey-dey  !  what’s  here  ?  Two 
Bank  notes,  of  a  hundred  each  !  I  can’t  comprehend  what 
this  means.  Hold ;  here’s  a  writing  ;  perhaps  that  will 
fliow  me.  Accept  this  trifle  ;  purlue  your  fortune,  an4 
profper.”  Am  1  in  a  dream  ?  Is  this  a  reality  ? 

SCENE  VIII, 

Enter  Major  O’Flaherty. 

Ala  Save  you,  my  dear  !  Is  it  you  now  that  are  Captain 
Dudley,  I  would  alk? - Vvhuh  I  What’s  the  hurry  the 
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rhan^s  in?  If  ’tis  the  lad  that  run  out  of  the  (liop  you 
would  overtake,  you  might  as  well  Hay  where  you  are;  by 
my  foul  he’s  as  nimble  as  a  Croat,  you  are  a  full  hour’s 
march  in  his  rear — Ay,  faith,  you  may  as  well  turn  back, 
and  give  over  the  purfuit  ;  v/ell.  Captain  Dudley,  if 
that’s  your  name,  there’s  a  letter  for  you.  Read,  man  ; 
read  it ;  and  i’ll  have  a  word  with  you  after  you  have 
done. 

Dud,  More  miracles  on  foot  I  So,  fo,  from  Lady  Ruf- 
port. 

O’Fla,  You’re  right;  it’s  from  her  ladyihip. 

Dud,  Well,  Sir,  I  have  caff  my  eye  over  it ;  ’tis  fhort 
and  peremptory  ;  are  you  acquainted  wn’th  the  contents? 

O' Fla,  Not  at  all,  rny  dear  ;  not  at  all. 

Dud,  Have  you  any  meflage  from  Lady  Rufport? 

O’Flci,  Not  a  fyllable,  honey  ;  only,  when  you’ve  di- 
gefted  the  letter,  I’ve  a  little  bit  of  a  meflage  to  deliver 
you  from  myfelf. 

Dud,  And  may  I  beg  to  know  who  yourfelf  is  ? 

O’ Fla,  Dennis  O’blaherty,  at  your  fervice ;  a  poor 
major  of  grenadiers  ;  nothing  better. 

Dud,  So  much  for  your  name  and  title,  Sir ;  now  be  fo 
good  to  favour  me  with  your  melTage. 

O’  Fla,  Why  then.  Captain,  1  muff  tell  you  I  have  pro- 
mifed  Lady  Rufport  you  fhall  do  whatever  it  is  fhe  bids  you 
to  do  in  that  letter  there. 

Dud,  Ay,  indeed;  have  you  undertaken  fo  much,  Ma-» 
jor,  without  knowing  either  what  flte  commands,  or  what 
1  can  perform  ? 

O’  Fla.  That’s  your  concern,  my  dear,  not  mine ;  I 
mull  keep  my  word,  you  know. 

Dud.  Orelfe,  I  fuppofe,  you  and  1  muH  meafure  fwords* 

O’Fla,  Upon  my  foul  you’ve  hit  it. 

Dud,  T  hat  wou’d  hardly  anfw^er  to  either  of  us  ;  you 
and  I  have,  probably,  had  enough  of  fighting  in  our  time 
before  now^ 

O’Fla.  Faith  and  troth,  Mafter  Dudley,  you  may  fay  that; 
’tis  thirty  years,  come  the  time,  that  I  have  followed  the 
trade,  and  in  a  pretty  many  countries. — Let  me  fee — In 
the  w^ar  before  lafi:  1  ferv’d  in  the  Irifh  brigade,  d’ye  fee; 
there,  after  bringing  olF  the  French  monarch,  I  left  his 
fervice,  with  a  Britifh  bullet  in  mv  body,  and  this  ribban 
in  my  button- hole,  Lail  w'ar  i  follow^ed  the  fortunes  ot 
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the  German  eagle,  in  the  corps  of  grenadiers ;  there  I  hacf 
my  belly- full  of  fighting,  and  a  plentim]  fcarcity  of  every 
thing  clfe.  After  fix  and  twenty  engagements,  great  and 
fmali,  I  went  off,  v/ith  this  galTb  on  my  fcull,  and  a  kifs 
of  the  Emprefs  Qiieen’s  fv/eet  hand,  (Heaven  blefs  it!) 
for  my  pains.  Since  the  peace,  my  dear,  I  took  a  little 
turn  with  the  Confederates  there  in  Poland — but  fuch 
another  fet  of  madcaps  ! — ^by  the  lord  Harry,  I  never 
knew  what  it  was  they  were  feuffling  about. 

Dud.  Weil,  Major,  I  won’^t  add  another  adfion  to  the  liffy 
you  fhall  keep  your  promife  with  Lady  Rufport  5  fhe  re¬ 
quires  me  to  leave  London ;  I  fhall  go  in  a  few  days,  and 
you  may  take  what  credit  you  pleafe  from  my  compliance. 

O'* Fla.  Give  me  your  hand,  my  dear  boy  1  this  will  make 
her  my  own  ;  when  that’s  the  cafe,  we  fhall  be  brothers, 
you  know,  and  we’ll  fnare  her  fortune  between  us. 

Dud.  Not  fo,  Major  ;  the  man  who  marries  Lady  Ruf¬ 
port  will  have  a  fair  title  to  her  whole  fortune  without  di- 
vifion.  But,  i  hope,  your  expedtations  of  prevailing  are 
founded  upon  good  reafons. 

Qi*Fla.  Upon  the  bell  grounds  in  the  world  \  firfl,  I  think 
•fhe  will  comply,  becaule  llie  is  a  woman  j  lecondly,  1  am 
perfuaded  fhe  won’t  hold  out  long,  becaufe  fhe’s  a  widow  5 
and  thirdly,  I  make  fure  of  her,  becaufe  I’ve  married  live 
wives,  [en  militatre.,  Captain)  and  never  failed  yet;  and,  for 
what  1  know,  they’re  all  alive  and  merry  at  this  very  hour. 

Dud.  Well,  Sir,  go  on  and  profper;  if  you  can  infpire 
Lady  Rufport  with  half  your  charity,  I  lhall  think  you 
deferve  all  her  fortune;  at  prefent,  1  muit  beg  your  ex- 
CLife  :  good  morning  to  you.  [Exit. 

O'Fla.  A  good  lenfible  man*  and  verv  much  of  a  foldier; 
Lclid  not  care  if  i  was  better  acquainted  with  him  :  but’ti^ 
an  awkward  kind  of  country  for  that>  the  Englifh,  I  ob- 
ferve,  are  clofe  friends,  but  diftant  acquaintance,  1  fufpedl 
the  old  lady  has  not  been  over-generous  to  poor  Dudley  ; 

I  fhail  give  her  a  little  touch  about  that :  upon  my  foul,  I 
know  but  one  excufe  a  perfon  can  have  for  giving  nothing, 
and  that  is,  like  myfelf,  having  nothing  to  give.  [Exit^ 

SCENE  IX. 

Scene^chajiges  to  Lady  Ru sport’s  houfe.  A  drgjjing-room. 

Miss  Rusport  and  Lucy. 

Char.  Well,  Lucy,  you’ve  drflodg’d  the  old  lady  at  lafl: ^ 
but  methought  you  was  a  tedious  time  about  it. 
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Lvcy.  h  tedious  time,  indeed;  I  think  they  who  have 
Jealt  to  fpare,  contrive  to  throw  the  moft  away^  1  thoupht 
1  Ihou  d  never  have  got  her  out  of  the  houfe. 

.  Why,  fhe^s  as  deliberate  in  canvaffing  every  ar¬ 
ticle  of  herdrefs,  as  an  ambadador  v/ould  be  in  lectliir:r  the 
preliminaries  of  a  treaty,  ^ 

Lucy,  There  was  a  new  hood  and  handlcerrhlcf,  that 
had  come  exprefs  from  Holborn  Hill  on  the  occafion,  that 
toOfC  as  much  time  in  adjulling _ 

Char.  As  they  did  in  making,  and  fhe  was  as  vain  of 
them  as  an  old  maid  of  a  youii'^j^  lover, 

Lwy.  Ur  a  young  lover  ofliimlelf.  Then,  Madam 
this  oeing  a  vifit  of  great  ceremony  to  a  person  of  diftinc- 
tion  at  the  Weft  end  of  the  tovv^,  the^oid  ftate  chanot 
was  draggd  forth  on  the  occafion,  with  ftridt  charges  to 
drels  outUe  box  with  the  leopard-fkin  hammer-clotil 

^har.  Yes,  and  to  hang  the  falfe  tails  on  the  miferable 

Itumps  of  the  old  crawling  cattle.  Weil,  well  nrav 

Heaven  thecrazy  affair  don’t  break  down  again  witn  ner’l 

at  leaft  till  me  gets  to  her  journey’s  end. - But  where’s 

Charles  Dudley  .?  Run  down,  dear  girl,  and  be  ready  to 

Jet  him  in;  i  tnink  he’s  as  long  in  commo-  as  ihe  was  in 
going. 

Lucy,  Why,  indeed,  Madam,  you  feeni  the  more  alert 
of  the  two,  [  mufl:  lay. 

_  Char.  Now  the  deuce  talce  the  girl  for  puttin-  that  no¬ 
tion  into  my  head:  I’m  fadly  afraid  Diidlev  does  not  like 
me;  fo  much  encouragement  as  I  have  given  him  to  de. 

^  never_couid  get  a  v/oru  from  him  on  the 
fubjed  1  I  his  may  be  very  honourable,  but  upon  my  life 
It  s  very  provoking.  By  the  way,  1  wonder  howl  look 
to  day  ;  Oh  .  ftiocKingly  !  hideoufly  pale  '  like  a  witch  ! 

1  his  IS  the  old  lady  s  glafs  ;  and  the  has  left  fame  of  i'er 
wrinkles  on  it.  How  irightfully  have  1  put  on  my  cap  f 
all  awry  !  and  my  hair  drefs’d  <o  unbecomingly  1  alto- 
gUher,  Tm  a  moft  complete  fright.  ^ 
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(Charlks  Dudley  cofnes  ui  unohjewed.'^ 
Charles,  That  1  deny. 

Char,  Ah  ! 

CJjarks.  Qiiarelling  with  your  glafs,  coufin  ?  Make  ft 

^  up 
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up  ;  nr'lce  it  up  and  be  friends ;  it  cannot  compliment  you 
more  .b  n  '  "  refledling  you  as  you  are. 

Cho7\  '^V7,  my  dear  Charles,  that  is  delightr 

fully  Cid,  a..d  kler  -.  iv  very  beft  curtefy  :  your  flat¬ 
tery,  like  a  rich  jcwlI,  las  a  value  not  oidy  from  its  fu- 
p(  rioi;  luftrc,  bur  from  its  extraordinary  fcarcenefs :  I 
verily  think  tiiis  is  the  only  civil  fpeech  you  ever  directed 
to  my  per  ion  In  your  life. 

Chaylcs,  And  I  ought  to  afk  pardon  of  your  good  fenfe 
for  having  done  it  now. 

Char.  Nay,  now  you  rclapfe  again  :  don’t  you  know,  if 
you  keep  well  with  a‘woman  on  the  great  fcore  of  beauty, 
fhe’ll  never  quarrel  with  you  on  the  trifling;  article  of  good 
fenfe  ?  But  any  thing  ferves  to  flil  up*a  dull  yawning  hour 
with  an  inflpid  coufin  ;  you  have  brighter  moments,  and 
warmer  fpirits,  for  the  dear  girl  of  your  heart. 

CCarles.  Ch  !  fie  upon  you,  he  upon  you. 

Char\  You  blufc,  and  the  reafon  is  apparent ;  you  are  a 
novice  at  hypocrify  ;  but  no  pradfice  can  make  a  vilit  of 
ceremony  jiafs  for  a  vifit  of  chmice  :  love  is  ever  berore  its 
tiine;  tiiendfiiip  is  apt  to  lag  a  little  aft^r  it:  pray,  Charles, 
did  you  make  any  extraordinary  hafte  hither 

Charles*  By  your  queftion,  1  fee  you  acquit  mie  of  the 


impertinence  of  being  in  love. 


Char.  But  why  impertinence  ?  Why  the  impertinence 
of  being  in  love  ?  You  have'one  language  for  me,  Charles, 
and  another  for  the  woman  ol  your  affection.  ^  . 

Charles.  You  are  miflaken  ;  the  woman  ot  my  affedtion 
fhall  never  hear  any  other  language  from  rfiC  than  what  I 
life  to  you. 

Char,  i  am  afraid  then  you’ll  never  make  yourfelf  un-  ' 
derflood  by  her. 

Charles.  It  is  not  flt  I  fliould  ;  there  is  no  need  of  love 
to  make  me  miferable  ^  ’tis  wretchedneis  enough  to  be  a 
beggar. 

Char.  A  beggar,  do  you  call  yourfelf!  O  Charles, 
Charles,  rich  in  every  merit  and  accompliflimcnt,  whom 
inav  you  not  afpire  to  ?  And  why  think  you  fo  unworthily 
of  our  icx,  as  to  conclude  there  is  not  one  to  be  found 
with  fenfe  to  difeern  your  virtiie,  and  gencrofity  to  re¬ 
ward  it  ? 

Charles.  You  diffrefs  me  ;  I  muff  beg  to  hear  no  more. 

Char.  Well,  I  can  be  filent. — -pThus  does  he  always 
ferve  me,  whenever  1  am  about  to  clifclofe  myfelf  to  him. 
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Charles,  Why  do  you  not  banifh  me  and  my  misfortunes 
for  ever  from  your  thoughts  ? 

Chai\  Ay,  wherefore  do  I  not,  fince  you  never  allowed 
me  a  place  in  yours  ?  But  go,  Sir,  I  have  no  right  to  Ifay 
you;  go  where  your  heart  dire6ls  you;  go  to  the  happy, 
the  diftinguiflied  fair  one. 

Charles,  Now,  by  all  that's  good,  you  do  me  WTong : 
there  is  no  fuch  fair  one  for  me  to  2:0  to,  nor  have  I  an 
acquaintance  among  the  fex,*  yourfelf  excepted,  which 
anfwers  to  that  defeription. 

Char,  Indeed ! 

Charles,  In  very  truth  :  there  then  let  us  drop  the  fub- 
jedf.  May  you  be  happy,  though  I  never  caii  ! 

Char,  O  Charles  !  give  me  your  hand  ;  if  1  have  of¬ 
fended  you,  I  afk  you  pardon  :  you  have  been  long  ac¬ 
quainted  with  my  temper,  and  know  how  to  bear  with  its 
infirmities, 

Charles,  Thus,  my  dear  Charlotte,  let  us  fe-^"?.  our  re¬ 
conciliation  [kijjtng  her  hand,)  Bear  wdih  thy  inurmities  ! 
By  Heaven,  i  know  not  any  one  failing  in  thy  w^hole 
compofition,  except  that  of  too  great  a  partiality  for  an 
undeferving  man. 

Char,  And  you  are  now  taking  the  very  courfe  to  aug¬ 
ment  that  failing.  A  thought  ftrikes  me:  1  have  a  com- 
mifilon  that  you  mull  abfolutely  execute  for  me  ;  I  have 
immediate  occafion  for  the  fum  of  two  hundred  pounds  ; 
you  know  my  fortune  is  liiut  up  till  1  am  of  age  •  take  this 
paltry  box,  (it  contains  my  ear-rings,  and  fome  other 
baubles  I  have  no  ufe  for)  carry  it  to  our  oppofite  neigh¬ 
bour,  Mr.  Stockwell,  (1  don't  know  where  elfe  to  apply) 
leave  it  as  a  depofit  in  his  hands,  and  beg  him  to  accom¬ 
modate  me  with  the  fum, 

Charles,  Dear  Charlotte,  what  are  you  about  to  do  ? 
How  can  you  poffibly  want  two  bundled  pounds  ? 

Char,  How  can  1  pollibly  do  without  it,  you  mean? 
Doesn’t  every  lady  want  two  hundred  pounds  r  Perhaps  I 
have  loft  it  at  play;  perhaps  I  mean  to  win 'as  much  to  it; 
perhaps  1  want  it  for  two  hundred  different  ufes. 

Charles.  Pooh!  pooh!  all  this  is  nothing;  don’t  I  know 
jou  never  play  ? 

Char.  You  miftake  ;  I  have  a  fpirit  to  fet  not  only  this 
trifle,  but  my  whole  fortune,  upon  a  ftake  ;  therefore  make 
no  wry  faces,  but  do  as  I  bid  you  :  you  will  find  A4r. 
btockwell  a  very  honourable  gentleman. 
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Lucy  enters  in  hajle. 

Lucy.  Dear  madam,  as  I  live,  here  comes  the  old  lady 
in  a  hackney-coach. 

Ckar.  The  old  chariot  has  given  her  a  fecond  tumble  ; 
away  with  you  ;  you  knov/  your  way  out  without  meeting- 
her:  take  the  box,  and  do  as  I  delire  you.  ^ 

Charles.  1  muft  not  difjiiute  your  orders.  Farewell  ! 

[Cxeunt  Charles  and  Charlotte, 

S  C  E  N  E  XT. 

E  A  D  Y  R  u  s  P o  R  T  enie^'s.^  leaning  on  Major  O ’Fl  a- 

H  E  R  T  Y  ’r  arm. 

O  dla.  Reft  yourfeif  upon  my  arm;  never  fpare  it;  ’tis 

ftrong  enough  :  has  Itood  harder  fervice  than  you  can 

put  it  to. 

Lacy.  Mercy  upon  me,  what  is  the  matter;  I  am 
frighteiftd  out  of  iny  v/its  :  has  your  iadyfhip  had  an  ac¬ 
cident  ? 

L,  O  Lucy  ;  the  moft  untoward  one  in  nature  ; 

I  know  not  how-1  ihall  repair  it. 

O  Ida.  Nev'er  go  about  to  repair  it,  my  lady;  ev’n  build 
a  new  one  ;  twas  but  a  crazy  piece  of  bulinelb  at  beft. 

Lucy,  Blefs  me,  is  the  old  chariot  broke  down  w’ith  you  ^ 

again  ? 

Z».  Ruf.  Broke,  child  ?  I  don’t  know  what  might  have 
been  bioke,  if,  by  great  good  fortune,  this  obliging  gen¬ 
tleman  had  not  been  at  hand  to  adift  me. 

Lucy.  Dear  Madam,  let  me  run  and  letch  you  a  cup  of 
the  cordial  drops. 

L.Ruf.  Do,  Lucy.  Alas!  Sir,  ever  fince  I  loft  my 
hufband,  my  poor  nerves  have  been  Ihook  to  pieces:  there 
hangs  his  beloved  pidure;  that  precious  relick,  and  a 
plentiful  jointu  e,  is  ail  that  remains  to  confole  me  for  the 
bed  of  men. 

OLda.  I  yCt  me  fee ;  i’faith  a  comely  perfenage  ;  by  his  fur 
cloak  I  fLippole  he  was  in  the  Rufftan  fervice  ;  and  by  the 
g^'ld  chain  lound  his  neck,  1  Ihould  guefs  he  had  been 
honoured  with  the  order  of  St.  Catharine. 

L.  Ruf.  No,  no;  he  meddled  with  no  St.  Catharines: 
that’s  the  hcFit  he  wore  in  his  mayoralty;  Sir  Stephen  ^ 

was  Lord-Mavor  of  London  :  hut  he  is  emne,  and  has  left 
me  a  poor,  weak,  lolitary  widow  behind  him. 


O'Fia. 
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O'Fla.  By  all  means,  then,  take  a  ftrong,  able,  hearty 
man  to  repair  his  lofs:  if  fuch  a  plain  fellow  as  one  Dennis 
O  b  lahcrty  can  pleafe  you,  I  think  1  may  venture  to  fay, 

without  any  difparagernent  to  the  gentleman  in  the  fur- 
gown  there - - 

L,  Ri/f,  What  are  you  going  to  fay  ?  Don’t  fliock  my 
ears  with  any  comparifons,  1  delire. 

O  Fla  Not  I,  by  my  foul;  1  don’t  believe  there’s  any 
comparifon  in  the  cafe,  ^ 

L.  Ruf,  Oh,  are  you  come  ?  Give  me  the  drops  ;  I’m 
all  in  a  flutter. 

O  Fla*  Hark  e,  fweetheart,  what  are  thofe  fame  drops  ? 
Have  you  any  more  lelt  in  the  bottle  ?  I  didn’t  care  if  I 
took  a  little  fip  of  them  myfelf. 

Lucy*  Oh,  Sir,  they  are  called  the  cordial  reftorative 
elixir,  or  the  nervous  golden  drops ;  they  are  only  for 
ladies  cafes. 

O  Fla  Yes,  yes,  my  dear,  there  are  gentlemen  as  well 

ladies  that  ftand  in  need  ot  thofe  fame  golden  droos  ; 
they’d  fuit  my  cafe  to  a  tittle. 

h*  RhJ.  Well,  Adajor,  did  you  give  old  Dudley  my  let¬ 
ter,  ^and  will  the  (illy  man  do  as  I  bid  him,  and  be  gone? 

O  Fla.  You  are  obey’d  ;  he’s  on  his  njarch. 

L.  Ruf.  fhats  well;  you  have  manag’d  this  matter 
to  perfedfion  ;  1  didn  t  think  he  would  have  been  fo  eafily 
prevail’d  upon. 

O' Fla.  At  the  firfl:  word;  no  diiTiciilty  in  life;  ’twas 
the  very  thing  he  was  determined  to  do,  before  1  came  ; 

I  never  met  a  more  obliging  gentleman. 

L.  Ruf.  Well,  ’tis  no  matter  ;  fo  I  am  but  rid  of  him, 
and  hisdiflrefies:  wou’d  you  believe  it.  Major  O’Flaherty, 
it  was  but  this  morning  he  fent  a  begging  to  me  for  money 
to  iit  him  out  upon  fo.i.e  vvild-goofe  expedition  to  the  coaft 
of  Africa,  I  know  not  where. 

OF  la.  VYell,  you  fent  him  what  he  wanted? 

F.  Ruf.  I  fen:  him  what  he  delerved,  a  flat  refufal, 

O' Fla.  You  refufed  him  ! 

L.  Ruf.  Mofl:  undoubtedly. 

O'Fia.  You  fent  him  nothing  ! 

L.  Ruf.  Not  a  (hilling. 

OFla.  Good  morning  to  you— Your  fervant — {going.) 

L.  Rtf  Hey-day  !  Vv'hat  ails  the  man?  Where  are  you 
going  ? 

OFla. 
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O'Fia,  Out  of  your  houfe,  before  the  roof  falls  on  my 
head — to  poor  Dudley,  to  fhare  the  little  modicum  that 
thirty  years  hard  fervice  has  left  me  ;  I  wifh  it  was  more 
£pr  his  fake. 

L,  Ruf,  Very  well.  Sir;  take  your  courfe  ;  I  (han’t 
attempt  to  (lop  you ;  I  (liall  furvive  it ;  it  will  not  break 
my  heart  if  I  never  fee  you  more. 

O'  Fla,  Break  your  heart!  No,  o’ my  confcience  will  it 
not. — You  preach,  and  you  pray,  and  you  turn  up  your 
eyes,  and  all  the  while  you’re  as  hard-hearted  as  an  hyena — 
A  hyena,  truly  !  By  my  foul  there  isn’t  in  the  whole 
creation  fo  favage  an  animal  as  a  human  creature  without 
pity.  '  [^Exit, 

A.  A  hyena,  truly  !  Where  did  the  fellow  blunder 
upon  that  word  ?  Now  the  deuce  take  him  for  ufing  it, 
and  the  Macaronies  for  inventins:  it, 

O 
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A  C  T  ni  S  C  E  N  E  I. 

(  A  room  in  S  t  oc K  w  E L L ’s  houfe, ) 

Stockwell  and  Belcour. 

Stock*  R  A  T I  F  Y  me  fo  far,  however,  Mr.  Belcour, 
\  'T  as  to  fee  Mifs  Rufport  \  carry  her  the  fum  fhe 
wants,  a'Ki  return  the  poor  girl  her  box  of  diamonds, 
which  wu:llc\  ieft  in  my  hands ;  you  know  what  to  fay  011 
the  occalion  better  than  I  do  ;  that  part  of  your  commilHoii 
I  leave  to  your  ow’n  diferetion,  and  you  may  feafon  it  with 
what  galantry  you  think  fit. 

You  cou'd  not  have  pitch’d  upon  a  greater  bungler 
at  galantry  than  myfelf,  if  you  had  rummag’d  every  com¬ 
pany  in  the  city,  and  the  whole  court  of  aldermen  into  the 
bargain:  part  of  your  errand,  however,  1  will  do  ;  blit 
whether  it  fhall  be  with  an  ill  grace  or  a  good  one, 
depends  upon  the  caprice  of  a  moment,  the  humour  of  the 
lady,  the  mode  of  our  meeting,  and  a  thouiand  undefinable 
fmall  circumftances  that  neverthelefs  determine  us  upon 
all  the  great  occafions  of  life. 

Stock.  I  perfuade  myfelf  you  will  find  Mifs  Rufport  an 
ingenious,  worthy,  animated  girl. 

Bel*  Why  I  like  her  the  better,  as  a  woman  ;  but  name 
her  not  to  me  as  a  wife  !  No,  if  ever  I  marry,  it  muft  be 
a  ftaid,  fober,  confiderate  damfel,  with  blood  in  her  veins 
as  cold  as  a  turtle’s  ;  quick  of  feent  as  a  vulture  when 
danger’s  in  the  wind ;  wary  and  fharp-fighted  as  a  hawk 
when  treachery  is  on  foot :  with  fuch  a  companion  at  my 
«lbow,  for  ever  whifpering  in  my  ear — ^have  a  care  of  this 
man,  he’s  a  cheat  3  don’t  go  neaf  that  woman,  fhe’s  a  jilt; 
over  head  there’s  a  fcafFold,  under  foot  there’s  a  well  : 
Oh  !  Sir,  fuch  a  woman  might  lead  me  up  and  down  this 
great  city  v/ithout  difficulty  or  danger;  but  with  a  girl  of 
Mifs  Rufport’s  complexion,  heaven  and  earth,  Sir!  v;e 
fhould  be  dup’d,  undone,  and  difi;ra6ted,  in  a  fortnight. 

Stock.  Ha  !  ha  !  ha !  Why  you  are  become  wond’rous 
circumfpedf  of  a  fudden,  pupil ;  and  if  you  can  find  fuch  a 
prudent  damfel  as  you  deferibe,  you  have  my  con  fen  t»- 
only  beware  how  you  chufe;  diferetion  is  not  the  reigning 
quality  amongft  the  fine  ladies  of  the  prefent  time;  and 

I  think 


32  the  west  INDIAN: 

bad  ctinfeK ^  y°“ 

5/-/.  Well,  well,  if  you’ll  fetch  me  the  jewels,  I  believe 
1  can  undertake  to  carry  them  to  her ;  hut  as  for  the  money, 
1  11  have  nothing  to  do  with  that;  Dudley  would  be  your 
httelt  ambaffadoron  that  occafion;  and,  if  I  miftake  not 
the  moft  agreeable  to  the  lady.  ^ 

^  Stocf!,  VVtiy,  indeed,  from  what  1  know  of  the  matter 

It  may  not  improbably  be  deftined  to  find  its  way  into  his 
pockets. 

Bel,  Then,  depend  upon  it,  thefe  are  not  the  only  trin« 
kets  Ihe  means  to  dedicate  to  Captain  Dudley.  As  for  me, 
Stockwell  indeed  wants  me  to  marry;  but,  till  1  can  o-et 
this  bewitching  girl,  this  incognita,  oqt  of  my  head,  I  can 
never  think  ot  any  other  woman. 

(Servant  enters^  and  delivers  a  letter,) 

HeydayJ  Where  can  I  have  picked  up  a  coifefpondent 
already  !  ’Tis  a  moft  execrable  manufeript— Let  me  fee  — 
Martha  Fulmer— Who  is  Martha  Fulmer?  Pfibaw  !  I 
won  t  be  at  the  trouble  of  decyphering  her  damn’d  pot¬ 
hooks.  biold,  hold,  hold;  what  have  we  got  here  f 

^  Dear  Sir, 

“  Fve  difeover’d  the  lady  vou  was  To 
«  much  fmitten  with,  and  can  procure  yoxx  an  interview 

with  her ;  if  you  can  be  as  generous  to  a  pretty  c^'irl  as 

you  was  to  a  palty  old  captain,”  (how  did  ftie  find  that 
out!)  you  need  not  defpair:  come  to  me  immediately; 

the*lady  is  now  in  my  hoafe,  and  expedts  you. 

Yours, 

Martha  Fulmer.” 

O  thou  dear,  lovely,  and  enchanting  paper,  which  I 
was  about  to  tear  into  a  thoufand  feraps,  devoutly  1  entreat 
thy  pardon  :  I  have  flighted  thy  contents,  which  are  de¬ 
licious;  flander’d  thy  charadfers,  which  are  divine;  and 
all  the  attonement  1  can  make  is  implicitly  to  obey  thy 
mandates. 

Stockwell  returns* 

Stock,  Mr.  Belcour,  here  are  the  jewels  ;  this  letter  cn- 
clofes  bills  for  the  money;  and,  if  you  will  deliver  it  to 
Mifs  Rufport,  you’ll  have  no  iai  ther  trouble  on  that  fcore. 

Bel. 
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Beh  Ah,  Sir  !  the  letter  which  Pve  been  reading  difqua- 
lifles  me  for  delivering  the  letter  which  you  have  been 
writing:  I  have  other  game  on  foot;  the  ioveliefl:  girl  my 
eves  ever  fealfcd  upon  is  (farted  in  view,  and  the  world 
cannot  now  divert  me  from  purfuingher. 

Stock,  Hey-day  [  What  has  turned  yon  thus  on  a  fudden  ? 

Bel.  A  woman  :  one  that  can  turn,  and  overturn  me 
and  my  tottering  refolutions  every  way  fhe  will.  Oh,  Sir, 
if  this  is  folly  in  me,  you  mud  rail  at  Nature  :  you  mud 
chide  the  fun,  that  was  vertical  at  my  birth,  and  would 
not  wink  upon  mv  nakednefs,  but  fwaddled  m.e  in  the 
broaded,  hotted  glare  of  his  meridian  beams. 

Stock.  Mere  rhapfody;  mere  childifli  rhapfody;  the  li¬ 
bertine’s  familiar  plea - Nature  made  us,  ’tistrue,  but  we 

are  the  refponuble  creators  of  our  own  faults  and  follies. 

Bel,  Sir  I 

Stock.  Slave  of  every  face  you  meet,  fome  hufley  has  in¬ 
veigled  you,  fome  handfome  profligate,  (the  town  is  full 
of  them;)  and,  when  once  fairly  bankrupt  in  conffitution, 
as  well  as  fortune,  nature  no  longer  ferves  as  your  excufe 
for  being  vicious  ;  neccllity,  perhaps,  will  dand  your  friend, 
and  you’ll  reform. 

Bel,  You  are  fevere. 

Stock,  it  fits  tme  to  be  fo — it  well  becomes  a  father — -I 
\vould  fay  a  friend — How  drangely  [  forget  myfelf — Hov^ 
difficult  it  is  to  counterfeit  indifference,  and  put  a  maffi 
upon  the  heart— I’ve  druck  him  hard  ;  he  reddens. 

Bel.  How  could  you  tempt  me  fo?  Had  you  not  inad¬ 
vertently  dropped  the  name  of  father,  I  fear  our  friendffiip, 
Ibort  as  it  has  been,  would  fcarce  have  held  me— But  even 
your  midake  1  reverence —Give  me  your  hand — ’tis  over. 

Swek,  Generous  young  man - let  me  embrace  you— 

How  ffiall  I  hide  my  tears?  I  have  been  to  blame;"  becaufe 
I  bore  you  the  affection  of  a  father,  1  rafhly  took  up  the 
authority  of  one.  I  afk  your  pardon— purfue  your  courle  ; 

I  have  no  right  to  dop  it- - What  would  you  have  me  do 

with  thefe  things? 

Bel.  d'his,  if  I  might  advife  ;  carry  the  money  to  Mifs 
Rufport  immediately;  never  let  generofity  wait  for  it’s  ma¬ 
terials  ;  that  put  of  the  bufinefs  preffes.  Give  me  the  jewels  ; 
idl  find  an  opportunity  of  delivering  them  into  her  hands; 
and  your  vifit  may  pave  the  way  for  my  recepLion.  f  Exit. 

Stock,  Be  it  fo :  good  morning  to  you.  Farewel  advice  ! 

F  Away 
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Away  goes  he  upon  the  wing  for  pieafure.  What  various 
pafiions  he  awakens  in  me  1  He  pains,  yet  pleafes  me 5  af¬ 
frights,  olFends,  yet  grows  upon  my  heart.  His  very  fail¬ 
ings  fet  him  off— -for  ever  trefpaffing,  for  ever  atoning,  I 
almoff  think  he  would  not  be  fo  perfed,  w^ere  he  free  from 
fault  :  i  muft  difTemble  longer  ;  and  yet  how  painful  the 
experiment !— Even  now  he’s  gone  upon  lome  wild  adven¬ 
ture  j  and  who  can  teil  what  mifchief  may  befall  him  ;  O 
Nature,  what  it  is  to  be  a  father  I  Juil  fuch  a  thoughtlefs 
headlcng  thing  was  1  when  1  beguiled  his  mother  into 

SCENE  IL 

Scene  changes  io  F  u  L  m  E  R  ’  s  Houfe, 

Fulmer  cmd  his  W  i  f  e. 

Ful.  I  tell  you,  Patty,  you  are  a  fool  to  think  of  bringing 
him  and  Mils  Dudley  together ;  ’twn'll  ruin  every  th'ing, 
and  blow  your  whole  fcheme  up  to  the  moon  at  once. 

jVIrs,  FuL  Why,  fure,  Mr,  b  ulmer,  I  may  be  allowed 
to  rear  a  chicken  of  my  own  hatching,  as  they  fay.  Who 
firft  fprung  the  thought  but  1,  pray  ?  Who  firft  contrived 
the  plot  ?  Who  propofed  the  letter,  but  I,  I  ? 

'  FuL  And  who  dogg’d  the  gentleman  home  ?  Who  found 
out  his  name,  fortune,  coniiecSlion  ;  that  he  was  a  Weft- 
Indian,  frelli  landed,  and  full  of  calh  ;  a  gull  to  our  heart’s 
content;  a  hot-brain’d  headlong  fpark,  that  would  run 
into  our  trap,  like  a  wheat-ear  under  a  turf? 

JH^'s.  Ful.  Hark  !  he’  s  come  :  difappear,  march  ;  and 
leave  the  held  open  to  my  machinations.  [_Exit  Fulmer. 

SCENE  •  III, 

E  E  L  c  o  u  r  enters  to  her, 

Bel.  O,  thou  dear  miniher  to  my  happincfs,  let  me 
embrace  thee  !  Why  thou  art  my  polar  Ear,  rtiy  propitious 
confteliation,  by  which  1  navigate  my  impatient  bark  into 
the  port  of  pieafure  and  delight. 

Airs.  FuL  Oh,  yon  men  arc  fly  crearures  !  Do  you  re¬ 
member  now,  you  cruel,  what  you  laid  to  me  this  morning  ? 

Bel.  All  a  jefl:,  a  frolick  ;  never  think  on’t ;  bury  it  for 
ever  ill  oblivion^  thou  !  why  thou  art  all  over  nedfar  and 

ambrofia, 
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ambrofia,  powder  of  pearl  and  odour  of  rofes ;  thou  hafl 
the  youth  of  Hene,  the  beauty  of  Venus,  and  the  pen  of 
Sappho  j  but  in  the  nanse  of  all  that’s  lov^ely,  where’s  the 
Jady  ?  \  expedfed  to  find  her  with  you. 

^  Airs.  FuL  No  Qoubt  you  did,  and  thefe  raptures  were  de» 
iigned  for  her  ;  but  where  have  you  loitered  ?  the  lady’s 
gorie,  you  are  too  late  ;  girls  of  her  fort  are  not  to  be  kept 
waiting  like  negro  fiaves  in  your  fugar  plantations. 

Bel  Gone!  whither  is  fne  gone?  teii  me  that  I  may 
follow  her.  ^ 

Airs,  Ful  Hold,  hold,  not  fo  faff  young  gentleman, 
this  is  a  cafe  of  feme  delicacy  ;  fhou’d  Captam  Dudley 
know  that  i  introduced  you  to  his  daughter,  he  is  a  man 
of  fuch  fcrupulous  honour*^ - 

Bel,  What  do  you  tell  me  !  is  flie  daughter  to  the  old 
gentleman  I  met  here  this  morning  ? 

Mrs,  Ful.  1  he  fame  ;  him  you  was  fo  generous  to. 

Bel.  There’s  an  end  of  the  matter  then  at  once  ;  it  fhall 
never  be  faid  of  me,  that  I  took  advantage  of  the  father’s 
necelTities  to  trepan  the  daughter  ( going 

Airs.  fid.  So,  fo,  I’ve  made  a  v»^rong  caff,  he’s  one  of 
your  confeientious  finners  I  find  ;  but  I  won’t  lofe  him 
thus - Ka  !  ha!  ha! 

Bel  What  is  it  you  laugh  at  ? 

Airs.  Ful,  Your  abfolute  inexperience:  have  you  lived 
fo  very  little  time  in  this  country,  as  not  to  know  that  be¬ 
tween  young  people  of  equal  ages,  the  term  of  fifter  often 
is  a  cover  for  that  of  miftrefs  ?  This  young  lady  i^,  in  that 
fenle  of  the  word,  fifter  to  young  Dudley,  and  confe- 
quently  daughter  to  my  old  lodger. 

Bel,  Indeed!  are  you  ferious  ? 

Mrs  Ful.  Can  you  doubt  it?  I  muft  have  been  pretty 
well  afiur’d  of  that  before  I  invited  you  fiither. 

Bel,  That’s  true;  flie  cannot  be  a  woman  of  honour, 
and  Dudley  is  an  unconfcionable  young  rogue  to  think  of 
keeping  one  fine  girl  in  pay,  by  raifing  contributions  on 
another;  he  fhall  therefore  give  her  up  ;  fhe  is  a  dear,  be¬ 
witching,  mifehievous,  little  devil  ;  and  he  fhali  pofitively 
give  her  up. 

Adrs.  Ful.  Ay,  now  the  freak  has  taken  you  again  ;  I 
fay  give  her  up  ;  there’s  one  way,  indeed,  and  certain  of 
fuccefs. 

Bel.  What’s  that  ? 

F  2 
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Mts,FuL  Out-bid  him,  never  dream  of  out-bluflring 
him  ;  buy  out  his  leafe  of  pofTefTion,  and  leave  her  to  ma¬ 
nage  his  ejedlment. 

^  BeL  Is  fhe  fo  venal  ?  Never  fear  me  then  ;  when  beauty 
IS  the  purchafe,  I  (han’t  think  much  of  the  price. 

^Y's.  Ful.  All  things,  then,  will  be  made  eafy  enough  ; 
let  me  fee;  fome  little  genteel  prefent  to  begin  with:  what 
have  you  got  about  you?  Ay,  fearch  ;  1  can  bellow  it  to 
advantage,  there’s  no  time  to  be  loft. 

Hang  it,  confound  it;  a  plague  upon  ft,  fay  I  !  I 
hav  n  t  a  guinea  left  in  my  pocket ;  I  parted  from  my  w^hole 

Hock  here  this  morning,  and  have  forgot  to  fupply  myfeif 
fjnce. 

Mrs,  Fid.  Mighty  well ;  let  it  pafs  then  ;  there's  an  end  ; 
think  no  more  of  the  lady,  that’s  all. 

BeL  Diftracftion  !  think  no  more  of  her  ?  let  me  only 
Hep  home  and  provide  myfeif,  I’ll  be  back  with  you  in  alri 
inftant. 

Airs,  FuL  Pooh,  pooh  !  that’s  a  wretched  Hiift:  have 
you  nothing  of  value  about  you  ?  Money’s  a  coarfe  flovenly 
vehicle,  fit  only  to  bribe  electors  in  a  borough  ;  there 
aje  more  graceful  ways  of  purchafing  a  lady’s  favours; 
rings,  trinkets,  jewels ! 

BeL  Jewels'  Gadfo,  I  proteft  I  had  forgot  :  I  have  a 
cafe  of  jewels;  but  they  won’t  do,  I  muft  not  part  from 
them;  no,  no,  they  are  appropriated ;  they  are  none  of  my 
Gwn. 

Airs.  FuL  Let  me  fee,  let  me  fee  !  Ay,  now,  this  were 
fomething-Iike  :  pretty  creatures,  how  they  fparkle !  thefe 
wou’d  enfure  fuccefs. 

BeL  Indeed  ! 

Airs,  iuL  Thefe  wou’d  make  her  your  own  for  ever. 

Bel,  Then  the  deuce  take  ’em  for  belonging  to  another 
perfon;  I  cou’d  find  in  my  heart  to  give  ’em  the  girl,  and 
fwear  I’ve  loft  them. 

Mrs,  Ful,  Ay,  do,  fay  they  were  Holen  out  of  your  pocket, 

BeL  No,  hang  it,  that’s  diftionourable;  here,  give  me 
the  paltry  things,  I’ll  write  you  an  order  on  my  merchant 
for  double  their  value. 

Airs,  FuL  An  order!  No;  order  for  me  no  orders  upon 
merchants,  with  their  value  received,  and  three  days  grace  ; 
their  noting,  protdling,  and  endorfmg,  and  all  their 
counting-houfe  formalities ;  I’ll  have  nothing  to  do  with 

them  ; 
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them ;  leave  your  diamonds  with  me,  and  give  your  order 
ior  the  value  of  them  to  the  owner :  the  money  would  be 
as  good  as  the  trinkets,  I  warrant  you. 

Be/.  Hey!  how!  I  never  thought  of  that;  but  a 
breach  of  trull ;  his  imipoflible ;  I  never  can  confent,  there¬ 
fore,  give  me  the  jewels  back  again. 

A4rs,  Ful.  Take  ’em  ;  1  am  now  to  tell  you  the  lady  is 
in  th  is  houfe. 

Bel.  In  this  houfe? 

Mrs.  Ful.  Yes,  Sir,  in  th  is  very  houfe;  but  what  of 
that  ?  you  have  got  what  you  like  better  ;  your  toys,  vour 
trinkets  ;  go,  go:  Oh  !  you’re  a  man  of  a  notable  fpirit, 
are  you  not? 

Bel.  Provoking  creature  !  Bring  me  to  the  fight  of  the 
dear  girl,  and  difpofe  of  me  as  you  think  fit. 

Mrs.  Ful.  And  of  the  diamonds  too  ? 

Bel.  Damn  ’em,  I  wou’d  there  was  not  fuch  a  bauble  in 
nature!  But  come,  come,  difpatch  ;  if  I  had  the  throne 
of  Dehli  1  fhould  give  it  to  her. 

Mrs.  Ful.  Swear  to  me  then  that  you  will  keep  within 
bounds,  remember  file  pafles  for  the  filler  of  young  Dudley. 
Oh  !  if  you  come  to  your  flights,  and  your  rhapfodies, 
Tie’ll  be  off  in  an  inflant, 

Bel.  Never  fear  me. 

A4rs.  Ful.  Y ou  muff  expert  to  hear  her  talk  of  her  father, 
as  fhe  calls  him,  and  her  brother,  and  your  bounty  to  her 
family. 

Bel,  Av,  ay,  never  mind  what  file  talks  of,  only  bring; 
her. 

Mrs.  Ful.  You’ll  be  prepar’d  upon  that  head  ? 

Bel.  1  fhall  be  prepar’d,  never  fear;  away  with  you. 

Mrs.  Ful.  But  hold,  I  had  forgot:  not  a  word  of  the 
diamonds;  leave  that  matter  to  my  management. 

Eel.  Hell  and  vexation !  Get  out  of  the  room,  or  1  fhall 
run  diffradled.  [Exit  Mrs.  Ful^ner.]  Of  a  certain,  Belcour, 
thou  art  born  to  be  the  fool  of  woman  :  fure  no  man  fins 
with  fo  much  repentance,  or  repents  with  fo  little  amend¬ 
ment,  as  I  do.  I  cannot  give  away  another  perfon’s  pro¬ 
perty,  honour  forbids  me;  and  I  pofitively  cannot  give  up 
the  girl;  love,  paffion,  conftitution,  every  thing  protefts 
againft  that.  How  fhall  1  decide  ?  I  cannot  bring  myfelf 
to  break  a  truff,  ^nd  1  am  not  at  prefent  in  the  humour  to 
b^ulk  my  inclinations.  Is  the^e  no  middle  way  ?  Let  me 

confider- — • 
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There  is,  there  is ;  my  good  genius  has  pre- 

fliai!  one;  apt,  obvious,  "honourable:  the  girl 

<rirl  baubles,  i’ll  not  go  without  the 

^ri  Mds  Rulport  flian’t  lofe  her  diamonds.  I’ll  fave 

?y1h7prc5St‘!  ^ 


SCENE  IV. 

Mrs.  Fulmer  introducing  Miss  Dudley. 

Mts.  Ful.  Mils  Dudley,  this  is  the  worthy  gentleman  you 
w.fti  to  fee;  th.s  is  R/[r.  Belcour.  ^ 

L-’^ifa.  As  1  live,  the  very  man  that  befet  me  in  the 
ltl*CCtS  ;  /■/'/» 

An  angel,  by  this  light!  Oh  I  am  gone  paft  all 

rerrieviiiP'  -  r  rj  \ 

j  -r^  »  (ajtde,) 

.^.outjo.  i/lrs.  Fulmer,  Sir,  informs  me  you  are  the 

?  5  *:  eman  from  whom  my  father  has  received  fuch  civi¬ 
lities., 


j->  cl .  Oh!  never  name  ’em. 

Louifa.  Pardon  me,  Mr.  Eelcour,  they  muft  be  both 
named  and  remember’d  ;  and  if  rny  father  was  here _ _ 

^el, ^  I  arn  much  better  pleaied  with  his  reprefentative, 

Loiitfa^  I  hat  title  is  my  brother’s,  Sir^  1  have  no  claim 
to  It. 

j'jcL  I  believe  it. 

Louifa,  But  as  neither  he  nor  my  father  were  fortunate 
enough  to  be  at  home,  i  cou’d  not  refift  the  opportunity — 
^  LlL  or  I  neither,  by  my  foul,  Madam  r  let  us  improve 
it,  therefore.  I  am  in  love  with  you  to  diffraction;  1  was 
charmed  at  the  hrft  glance;  1  attempted  to  accoft  you  ; 
you  ited ;  1  follow’d  ;  but  was  defeated  of  an  interview* 
at  length  I  have  obtain’d  one,  and  feize  the  opportunity 
o:  catting  my  perfoii  and  my  fortune  at  your  feet. 

Louija.  You  aftonifli  me!  Are  you  in  your  fen fes,  or 
do  you  make  a  jelt  of  my  misfortunes?  Do  you  2;round 
pretences  on  year  generolity,  or  do  you  make  a  practice  of 
this  folly  with  every  woman  you  meet? 

Lcl,  L’ pon  my  life,  no;  as  you  are  the  handfomeft  wo¬ 
man  I  ever  met,  fo  you  are  the  hrfl  to  whom  1  ever  made 
the  like  profeflions  :  as  for  my  generofity.  Madam,  1  muft: 
refer  you  on  that  fcore  to  this  good  lady,  who  I  believe 
has  fomething  to  ofrer  in  my  behalf. 


Louifa, 
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Louifa,  Don’t  build  upon  that,  Sir;  I  mud  havebfttor 
proofs  of  your  generofity,  than  the  njere  divedment  of  a 
iittle  fuperfiuous  drofs,  before  1  can  credit  the  fincerity  of 
profefTions  fo  abruptly  delivered.  [Exit  ha/Uly. 

BeL  Oh  !  ye  Gods  and  Goddefles,  how  her  anger  ani¬ 
mates  her  beauty  !  .  [Going  out. 

Mrs.  Flit.  Stay,  Sir  ;  if  you  dir  a  ftep  after  her,  I  re¬ 
nounce  your  interell;  for  ever;  why  you’ll  ruin  every 
thing. 

BeL  Wei],  I  mud  have  her,  cod  what  it  will:  I  fee 
fhe  underdands  her  own  value  tho’  ;  a  little  fuperfiuous 
drofs,  truly  !  She  mud  have  better  proofs  of  my  generofity. 

Mrs.  Fill.  ’Tis  exadily  as  1  told  you  ;  your  money  die 
calls  drofs  ;  die’s  too  proud  to  dain  her  fingers  with  your 
coin  ;  bait  your  hook  well  with  jewels;  try  that  experiment^ 
and  (lie’s  your  own. 

Bel.  Take ’em  ;  let’em  go;  lay  ’em  at  her  feet;  I 
mud  get  out  of  the  ferape  as  I  can  ;  my  propendty  is 
irrefidible  :  there;  you  have  ’em;  they  aie  yours;  they 
are  her’s  ;  but  remember  they  are  a  trud  ;  1  commit  them 
to  her  keeping  till  1  can  buy  ’em  off  with  fornething  (he 
fhall  think  more  valuable  ;  now  tell  me  when  fliall  I 
meet  her  ? 


Mrs.  Fui.  How  can  I  tell  that  ?  Don’t  you  fee  wiiat  an 
alarm  you.  have  put  her  into?  Oh!  you’re  a  rare  one  f 
But  go  your  ways  tor  this  while  ;  leave  her  to  my  manage¬ 
ment,  and  come  to  me  at  feven  this  evening  ;  but  remem¬ 
ber  not  to  bring  empty  pockets  v/ith  you- - Ha  !  ha !  ha  ! 

[£  'xcimt  federally.. 


S  C  E  N  E  V. 

Lady  R  u  s  p  ok.  t’s  Houfe. 

Miss  R  u  s  p  o  R  t  enters.,  followed  by  a  Servant. 

Char.  Dedre  Mr.  Stockwell  to  walk  in.  [Exit  Servant,' 
Stock  WELL  enters. 

Suck.  Madam,  your  mod  obedient  fervant :  I  am  ho¬ 
noured  with  your  commands,  by  Captain  Dudley  ;  and 
have  brought  the  money  with  me  as  you  diredled  :  I  under- 
dand  the  fuiii  you  have  occafion  for  is  two  hundred  pounds. 

Char.  It  is,  Sir;  I  am  quite  confounded  at  your  taking 
this  trouble  upon  yourfelF,  Mr.  Stockwell. 


StscL 
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Stocj:.  Xh^re  is  a  Bank-note,  Madam,  to  the  amount : 
your  jewels  are  in  fafe  hands,  and  will  be  delivered  to 
you  diredly.  It  I  had  been  happy  in  being  better  known 
to  you,  1  fhould  have  hoped  you  would  not  have  thoucrht 
It  neceflary  to  place  a  depolit  in  my  hands  for  fo  triflin?-  a 
fum  as  you  have  now  required  me  to  fupply  you  with. 

Char.  Fhe  bawbles  1  fent  you  may  very  well  be  fpared  ; 
and,  as  they  are  the  only  lecurity  in  my  p  re  fent  fituation, 
1  can  give  you,  1  could  with  you  would  retain  them  in 
your  hands  :  when  I  am  of  age,  (which,  if  I  live  a  fev/ 
months,  1  fhall  be)  I  will  replace  your  favour,  with  thanks. 

Stock,  It  is  obvious,  Mils  Rufport,  that  your  charms 
will  fufFer  no  impeachment  by  the  abience  of  "thefe  fuper- 
iicial  ornaments  ;  but  they  Ihould  be  ieen  in  the  fuite  of 
a  w'oman  of  fafhion,  not  as  creditors  to  whom  you  are 
indebted  for  your  appearance,  but  as  fubfervient  attend¬ 
ants,  which  help  to  make  up  your  equipage. 

Char,  Mr.  Stockwell  is  determined  not  to  wrong  the 
confidence  I  repoled  in  his  politenefs. 

Stock,  I  have  only  to  requefi,  xMadam,  that  you  will ' 
allow  Mr.  Belcoiir,  a  young  gentleman,  in  whofe  happi- 
nefs  1  particularly  interefi:  myfelf,  to  have  the  honour  of 
delivering  you  the  box  of  jewels. 

Char.  Mofi:  gladly ;  any  friend  of  yours  cannot  fail  of 
being  welcome  here. 

Stock.  I  flatter  myfelf  you  will  not  find  him  totally  un- 
delerving  your  good  opinion  ;  an  education,  not  of  the 
flrictefl  kind,  and  fl  rong  animal  fpirits,  are  apt  fometimes 
to  betray  him  into  youthful  irregularities;  but  an  high 
principle  of  honour,  and  an  uncommon  benevolence,  in 
the  eye  of  candor,  will,  I  hope,  atone  for  any  faults,  by 
which  thefe  good  qualities  are  not  impaired. 

Char.  I  dare  fay  Mr.  Belcour’s  behaviour  wants  no 
apology  :  weVe  no  right  to  be  over  flridt  in  canvalTing  the 
morals  of  a  common  acquaintance. 

Stock,  I  wifii  it  may  be  my  happinefs  to  fee  Mr.  Belcour 
in  the  lift,  not  of  your  common,  but  particular  acquaint¬ 
ance,  of  your  friends,  Mifs  Rufport — I  dare  not  be  more 
explicit. 


Char.  Nor  need  you,  Mr.  Stockwell  :  I  ftiall  be  ftudious 
fo  deferve  his'  friendfhip  ;  and,  though  1  have  long  fince 
unalterably  placed  my  afi'ciftions  on  another,  I  truft,  I 
have  not  left  myfelf  infenfible  to  the  merits  of  Mr.  Bel- 

cour  : 
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6bur  ;  and  hope  that  neither  you  nor  he  will,  for  that  rea- 
fon,  think  me  lefs  worthy  your  good  opinion  and  regards, 
Stock,  Adifs  Rufport,  I  fincerely  wifh  you  happy  :  I  have 
no  doubt  you  have  placed  your  affhaion  on  a  deferving 
man  ;  and  1  have  no  right  to  combat  your  choice. 

^  Char,  How  honourable  is  that  behaviour  !  Now,  if 
Charles  was  here,  1  fliould  be  happy.  The  old  lady  is  fo 
fond  of  her  new  Irifh  acquaintance,  that  1  have  the  whole 
houfe  af  my  difpofal.  [^Exit  Charlotte 


SCENE  VI. 

Bel  CO  UR  enters,^  preceded  by  a  Servant, 

Ser,  I  afk  your  honour’s  pardon  ;  I  thought  my  youn^* 

lady  was  here  :  who  fhall  1  inform  her  wou’d  fpeak 
to  he^r  ? 

Be/.  Belcour  is  riiy  name^  Sir;  and  pray  beg  your  lady 
to  put  herfelf  in  no  hurry  on  my  account  ;  for  Ed  fooner 
fee  the  devil  than  fee  her  face  ( Exit  Servant.^  In  the  name 
of  all  that  s  mifchievous,  why  did  'Stockwell  drive  me 
hither  in  fuch  hafte  ?  A  pretty  figure,  truly,  I  {ball  make  : 
an  ambafTador  without  credentials.-  Blockhead  that  I  was 
to  charge  myfelf  with  her. diamonds  ;  officious,  meddling 
puppy  !  Now  they  are  irretrievably  gone  :  that  fufpicious 
jade  Fulmer  woudn’t  part  even  with  a  fight  of  them,  tho’  I 
would  have  ranfom’d  ’em  at  twice  their  value.  Now  muft 
I  truft  to  my  poor  wits  to  bring  me  off :  a  lamentable  de- 
pendance.  Fortune  be  my  helper  !  Here  comes  the  girl— 
If  Ihe  is  noble  minded,  as  fhe  is  faid  to  be,  fbe,vviil  forgive 
me  ;  if  not,  ’ti^s  a  loft  caufe ;  for  I  have  not  thought  of  one 
Word  in  my  excufe. 


SCENE  vir. 

Charlotte  enteru 

Char,  Mr.  Belcour,  Fm  proud  to  fee  you  :  your  friend, 
Mr.  Stockwell,  prepared  me  to  expecf  this  honour  ;  and 
I  am  happy  in,  the  oppori  unity  of  being  kjiown  to  you 

Bel.  A  fine  girl,  by  my  foul !  Now  what  a  curfed  ban?-- 
dog  do  1  look  like  I  (ajtde.) 

Char.  You  are  newly  arrived  in  this  country.  Sir? 

Bel,  Juft  landed.  Madam  ;  juftfet  a-fhore,  with  a  large 
cargo  of  Adufcavado  fugars,  rum- puncheons,  mahogany- 
ftabs,  wet  fweet-meats,  and  green  paroquets. 

Q 


Char. 
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CJmr,  May  I  afk  you  how  you  like  London,  Sir  ? 

Bel.  To  admiration  :  i  think  the  town  and  the  town’s- 
folk  are  exactly  (uhed  3  ’tis  a  great,  rich,  overgrown, 
Jioily,  tumultuous  place  :  the  whole  morning  is  a  buttle  to 
get  money,  and  the  whole  afternoon  is  a  hurry  to  fpend  it. 

Char,  Are  thefe  all  the  obfervations  you  have  made  ? 

Bel,  No,  Madam ;  1  have  obferved  the  women  are 

veiy  captivating,  and  the  men  very  boon  caught. 

Chnr.  Ay,  indeed  !  Wiience  do  you  draw  that  con- 
club  on? 

hel.  hrom  infallible  guides  ;  the  hi-ft  remark  I  coJledl 
Irom^  what  1  now  fee,  the  fecond  from  what  I  now  feel. 

•  the  deuce  take  you  1  But  to  wave  this  fub- 

jeCT  ;  I  believe,  e^ir,  this  w'as  a  vifit  of  bufinefs,  not  com- 
pdment ;  was  it  not  ? 

Bel.  Ay  ;  now  comes  on  my  execution. 

Char.  You  have  fome  foolifli  trinkets  of  mine,  Mr. 
Eelcour  ;  havn’t  you  ? 

Bel,  No,  in  truth  ;  'hey  are  gone  in  fearch  of  a  trinket, 
flill  more  fooliib  than  themfelves  (aftde.) 

Char.  Some  diamonds  I  m.ean.  Sir  3  Ad^r.  Stockwell  in¬ 
form  d  me  you  was  charg'd  with  ’em. 

Bel,  Oh,  yes,  Madam  ;  but  1  have  the  mod  treacherous 
memory  in  life — Here  they  are  !  Pray  put  them  up  3  they’re 
all  right  3  you  need  not  examine  ’em  [give^  a  box.) 

^  Chari  Hey-dey  !  r;gl)t,.Sir  1  Why  thefe  are  not  my 
diamcnds3  thefe  are  cpjite  dif}erent3  2nd,  as  it  fhould 
jeem,  of  much  greater  value, 

Bel.  Upon  my  li.e  I’m  glad  on’t 3  for  then  I  hope  you 
value  ’em  rn  -re  than  your  own. 

Char,  As  a  purchafer  1  diould,  but  not  as  an  owmer ; 
you  rr.iftake  ;  thefe  belong  to  fomebody  elfe. 

Bel.  I  is  yours,  I’m  afraid,  that  belom 
elfe.  ^ 

(Bjar.  What  is  it  you  mean?  I  muft  infid  upon  your 
taking  ’em  back  again. 

Bel.  Pray,  Madam,  don’t  do  that ;  I  fhall  infallibly  lofe 
them  3  I  have  the  word  luck  with  diamonds  of  any  man 
livinix. 

Chur.  That  you  might  well  fay,  was  you  to  give  me 
thefe  in  the  place  of  mine  3  but  pray,  Sir,  what  is  the  rea- 
iou  of  all  this  ?  Why  have  you  changed  the  jewels  ?  and 
wo'.Te  have  you  difpofed  of  mine  ? 

Bel. 


ig  to  fomebody 
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•  Rufport,  I  cannot  invent  a  lie  for  mv  life  • 

and,  if  It  was  to  lave  it,  I  coudn’t  tell  one  :  I  am  an  idie 
impated,  unthinking  fellow,  not  worth  your  notice:  in 
ftort,  i  am  a  Weft-lndian;  and  you  mud  try  me  according; 

?  -derf-“'’th'  f  hy  a  jury  of 

p, .. Iters,  th.,  tiutii  IS,  JVC  given  away  your  jewels- 

caught  with  a  pair  of  fparkling  eyes,  whofe  luihe  blinded 
tlieir  s,  I  fervtd  your  property  as  1  Oiould  my  own,  and 
lavnin  u  it^avvay  ;  let  me  not  totally  defpair  of  vour  for- 
gr. cnels:  i  frequently  do  wrong,  but  never  vdih  impu- 
nity;  il  your  dilpleafure  is  added  to  my  own,  my  punk- 
.ment  Moil  be  too  fevere.  When  1  parted  from  the  jewels, 

I  nad  not  tne  honour  of  knowing  their  owner. 

Chfir.^  Mr.  Belcour,  your  finceriiy  charms  me;  I  enter 
at  once  into  your  charader,  and  i  make  all  the  allow¬ 
ances  for  It  you  can  dehre.  1  take  your  jewels  for  the 
pre.ent,  becauie  I  know  there  is  no  other  way  of  recon- 
ci  mg  you  to  yourfelf ;  but,  if  i  give  way  to  your  fpirit  in 
one  point,  you  mull  yield  to  mine  in  anoiher:  ramernber 
1  Will  not  keep  more  than  the  value  of  my  own  jewels: 

there  IS  no  need  to  be  pillaged  by  more  than  one  w'oman 
at  a  time,  Sir. 

heL  Now,  may  every  bleffing  that  can  crown  your  vir¬ 
tues,  and  reward  your  beauty,  be  fhower’d  upon  you  • 
may  you  meet  admiration  without  envy,  love  without  jea- 
iouly  and  old  age  without  malady  ;  may  the  man  of  your 
heart  be  ever  conhant,  and  you  never  meet  a  leis  penitent 
or  iefs  grateful  ofFender,  than  myfeif ! 

{Servant  enters  and  delivers  a  letter,) 

Char,  Does  your  letter  require  fuch  babe  ? 

Ser,  1  was  bade  to  give  it  into  your  own  hands,  madam 
Char,  from  Charles  Dudley,  1  lee— have  1  your  per- 
milTion  ?  Good  Heaven,  what  do  I  read  !  Mr.  Bclcour 

you  are  concern’d  in  this - Dear  Charlotte,  in  the 

‘‘ midlt  of  our  dillrefs,  Providence  has  call  a  benefador 
in  our  way,  after  the  moll  unexpected  manner:  a 
‘'young  Weil-lndian,  rich,  and,  with  a  warmth  of 
heart  peculiar  to  his  climate,  has  refeued  my  father  from 
his  troubles,  fatisfied  his  wants,  and  enabled  him  to  ac- 
“  complilh  his  exchange  :  when  i  relate  to  you  the  rnan- 
ner  in  which  this  was  done,  you  will  be  charmed  ;  1  can 
only  now  add,  that  it  was  by  chance  we  found  out  that 

^  “  his 
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his  name  is  Bclcour,  and  that  he  is  a  friend  of 
“  Stockwell’s.  I  lofe  not  a  moment’s  time,  in  making  you 
acquainted  with  this  fortunate  event,  for  reafons  which 
delicacy  obliges  me  to  fupprefs  ;  but,  perhaps,  if  you 
have  not  received  the  money  on  your  jewels,  you  will 
not  think  it  neceffary  now  to  do  it.  1  have  the  honour 
to  be. 

Dear  Madam, 

mofl  faithfully,  yours, 

'  Chares  Dudley.’’ 

Is  this  your  doing,  Sir  ?  Never  was  generofity  fo 
worthily  exerted, 

Bel,  Or  fq  greatly  overpaid. 

Char.  After  v^^hat  you  have  now  done  for  this  noble,  but 
indigent  family,  let  me  not  fcruple  to  unfold  the  whole 
iituation  of  my  heart  to  you.  Know  then,  Sir,  (and 
^ don’t  think  the  worfe  of  me  for  the  franknefs  of  my  de¬ 
claration)  that  fuch  is  my  attachment  to  the  fon  of  that 
worthy  officer,  whom  you  relieved,  that  the  moment  1 
am  of  age,  and  in  polIelTion  of  my  fortune,  I  fbouM  hold 
myfelf  the  happieft  of  women  to  ffiare  it  with  young 
Dudley. 

Bel.  Say  you  fo,  madam  !  then  let  me  perifh  if  I  don’t 
love  and  reverence  you  above  all  woman  kind  ;  and,  if 
fuch  is  your  generous  refolution,  never  wait  till  you’re  of 
age  ;  life  is  too  fhort,  pleafure  too  fugitive;  the  foul  grows 
narrower  every  liour;  Til  equip  you  for  your  efcape ;  I’ll 
convey  you  to  the  man  of  your  heart,  and  away  with  you 
then  to  the  firii  hofpitable  parfon  that  will  take  you  in. 

Char.  O  blciTed  be  the  torrid  zone  for  ever,  whofe  ra¬ 
pid  vegetation  quickens  nature  into  fuch  benignity  !  Thefe 
latitudes  are  made  for  politics  and  phiiofophy ;  friendfhip 
has  no  root  in  this  foil.  But,  had  1  fpirit  to  accept  your 
offer,  which  is  not  improbable,  woud’nt  it  be  a  mortifying 
thing,  for  a  fond  girl  to  find  herfelf  miftaken,  and  fent 
back  to  her  home,  like  a  vagrant ;  and  fuch,  for  what  I 
know,  might  be  my  cafe. 

Bel.  Then  he  ought  to  be  profcribed  the  fociety  of 

mankind  for  ever - Ay,  ay,  ’tis  the  fham  filler  that 

makes  him  thus  indifferent ;  'twill  be  a  meritorious  office 
to  Uike  that  girl  out  of  the  way. 
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SCENE  viir. 

{Servant  enters.) 

Ber,  Mifs  Dudley  to  wait  on  you,  madam, 

Bel  Who? 

Ser,  Mifs  Dudley. 

Char,  What’s  the  matter,  Mr.  Belcour?  Are  you 
frighted  at  the  name  of  a  pretty  girl  ?  ’Tis  the  fifter  of 
him  we  were  fpeaking  of — pray  admit  her. 

Bel,  The  fifter  ?  So,  fo ;  he  has  impofed  on  her  too — 
this  is  an  extraordinary  vifit,  truly.  Upon  my  foul,  the 
alTuraiice  of  fome  folks  is  not  to  be  accounted  for. 

Char,  I  infift  upon  your  not  running  away  ;  yau’ll  be 
.charm’d  with  Louifa  Dudley, 

Bel,  Oh,  yes,  I  am  charmed  with  her. 

Char,  You’ve  feen  her  then,  have  you  ? 

Bel,  Yes,  yes,  I’ve  feen  her. 

Char,  Well,  isn’t  fhe  a  delightful  girl  ? 

BeL  Very  delightful. 

Char,  Why,  you  anfwer  as  if  you  was  in  a  court  of 
juftice  :  O’  my  confcience  !  I  believe  you  are  caught;  I’ve 
^  notion  fhe  has  trick’d  you  out  of  your  heart. 

Bel,  I  believe  fhe  has,  and  you  out  of  your  jewels;  for, 
to  tell  you  the  truth,  fhe’s  the  very  perfon  1  gave  ’em  to. 

Char,  You  gave  her  my  jewels  !  Louifa  Dudley  my 
jewels  ?  admirable  !  inimitable  !  Oh,  the  fly  little  jade  ! 
but  hufh,  here  fhe  comes  ;  I  don’t  know  how  I  fhall  keep 
my  countenance.  (L  ouiSA  enters,)  My  dear.  I’m  re¬ 
joiced  to  fee  you ;  how  d’ye  do  ?  I  beg  leave  to  introduce 
Mr.  Belcour,  a  very  worthy  friend  of  mine ;  I  believe, 
Louifa,  you  have  feen  him  before. 

Lou,  i  have  met  the  gentleman. 

Char,  You  have  met  the  gentleman  :  well,  Sir,  and  you 
have  met  the  lady;  in  fhort,  you  have  met  each  other; 
why  then  don’t  you  fpeak  to  each  other  ?  How  you  both 

ft  and  !  tongue-tied,  and  fix’d  as  ftatues - Ha!  ha!  ha! 

Why  you’ll  fall  afleep  by-and-by. 

Lou.  Fye  upon  you  ;  fye  upon  you  ;  is  this  fair  ? 

BeL  Upon  my  foul,  I  never  look’d  fo  like  a  fool  in  my 
life  ;  the  afturance  of  that  girl  puts  me  quite  down  [aftde  ) 

Char.  Sir — Mr,  Belcour — Was  it  your  pleafure  to  ad¬ 
vance 
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^n’s  S  Come,  Louifa,  wo- 

Speech7c  i  ht7  ^Aru'  ="  '^^^-Nor  you  neither  ? 

lady  came  ‘"^'''7  enough  before  this 

Bel,  Madam  [ 

dear  gir],  I  won  t  teaze  you  :  apropos  !  I  niuft  fliew  vn,i 
what  a  prefent  this  dumb  gentleman  has  made  me  ^ 
not  thefe  handfome  diamonds  ?  ' 

•  they  feem  very  fine ;  but  I  am  no 

judge  of  thefe  things.  ^  ^  i  am  no 

_  pW.  Oh,  you  wicked  little  hypocrite,  you  are  no 
mn^you^  things,  Louifa  5  you  have  no  diamonds, 

Z.«  You  know  I  havn’t,  Mifs  Rufport:  you  know 
tnoie  things  are  infinitely  above  rny  reach. 

C/W.  Ha!  ha!  ha! 

&/,  She  does  tell  a  lie  with  an  admirable  countenance, 
that  s  true  enouo-h.  * 

■  L5^.  What  ails  you,  Charlotte?  What  impertinence 

have  I  been  guilty  of  that  you  fhould  find  it  necefiary  to 
tumble  me  at  fuch  a  rate?  if  you  are  happy,  long  may 

you  be  fo;  but,  (urely,  it  can  be  no  addition  to  it  to 
make  me  miferable. 

fietioLis  f  there  mufl:  be  Tome  myftery  in  this _ 

Mr.  Belcour,  will  you  Jeave  us  together?  You  fee  I  treat 
you  with  all  the  familiarity  of  an  old  acquaintance  already. 

Be/,  Oh,  by  all  means,  pray  command  me.  Mifs 
Ku.port,  I  m  your  molt  obedient !  By  your  condefcenfion 
in  accepting  thefe  poor  trifies,  I  am  under  eternal  obli¬ 
gations  to  you — 1  o  you,  Mifs  Dudley,  I  (hall  not  ofi'er 
a  word  on  that  fubjeiSt :  you  defpife  finery  ;  you  have  a 
loul  above  It;  I  adore  your  fpirit;  1  was  rather  unpre¬ 
pared  for  meeting  you  here  ;  but  I  fhall  hope  for  an  op¬ 
portunity  of  making  myfelf  better  known  to  you.  [£'x//. 


C  E  N  E 


IX. 


Charlotte  and  Louisa. 

■Char.  Louifa  Dudley,  you  furprize  me;  I  never  faw 

you 
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you  2(51  thus  before  :  can’t  you  bear  a  little  innocent  rail¬ 
lery  before  the  man  of  your  heart? 

Lau.  1  he  man  of  my  heart,  ma(dam  ?  Be  affured  I  never 
was  fo  vihonary  to  aipire  to  any  man  whom  A^ifs  Rufport 
honours  with  her  choice. 

Char,  My  choice,  my  dear !  Why  we  are  playinc*-  at 
crofs  purpol’es  :  how  enter’d  it  into  your  head  that  Mr 
Bdcour  was  the  man  of  my  choice  ? 

Lou,  Why,  didn’t  he  prefent  you  with  thofe  diamonds  ? 

Char,  Well  ;  perhaps  he  did— and  pray,  Louifa,  have 
you  no  diamonds  ? 

Lou»  1  diamonds  truly  I  Who  fhould  give  me  diamonds  ?- 

Char,  Who,  but  this  very  gentleman:  apropos!  here 
comes  your  brother- - 

SCENE  X. 

(Ch  ARLES  enters,^ 

I  infift  upon  referring  our  difpute  to  him  :  your  fzder 
and  I,  Charles,  have  a  quarrel ;  Belcour,  the  hero  of  your 
letter,  has  juft  left  us— fome  how  or  other,  Louifa’s  bright 
eyes  have  caught  him;  and  the  poor  fellow’s  fallen  defpe- 

rately  in  love  with  her — (don’t  interrupt  me,  huftey) _ 

Well,  that’s  excufable  enough,  you’ll  fay  ;  but  the  jet  of 
the  ftory  is,  that  this  hair-brain’d  fpark,  who  does  nothing 
like  other  people,  has  given  her  the  very  identical  jewels, 
which  you  pledged  for  me  to  Mr.  Stockwell;  and  will  yon 
believe  that  this  little  demure  flut  made  up  a  face,  and 
fqueezed  out  three  or  four  hypocritical  tears,  becaufe  1 
rallied  her  about  it. 

Charles,  I’m  all  aflonifhment  !  Louifa,  tell  me  without 
referve,  has  Mr.  Belcour  given  you  any  diamonds  ? 

Lou,  None,  upon  my  honour. 

Charles,  Has  he  made  any  profeftions  to  you  ? 

Lou,  He  has;  hut  altogether  in  a  ftiie  fo  whimfical  3.nd 
capricious,  that  the  beft  which  can  be  faid  of  them  is  to 
tell  you,  that  they  feem’d  more  the  reiult  of  good  fpirits 
than  good  manners. 

Char,  Ay,  ay,  now  the  murder’s  out;  he’s  in  love  with 
her,  and  £he  has  no  very  great  didike  to  him  ;  truft  to  my 
cbfervation,  Charles,  for  that :  as  to  the  diamonds,  there’s 
forne  mjftake  about  them,  and  you  muft  clear  it  up  : 

three 
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three  minutes  converftitioii  with  him  will  put  every  thin^ 
in  a  right  train  ;  go,  go,  Charles,  ’tis  a  brother’s  buTinefs  ; 
about  it  inftantly  ;  ten  to  one  you’ll  find  him  over  the  way 
at  Mr.  Stockwell’s. 

Charles.  I  confefs  I’m  impatient  to  have  the  cafe  clear’d 
up ;  I’ll  take  your  advice,  and  find  him  out ;  good  bye  to 
you. 

Char .  Your  fervant ;  my  life  upon  it  you’ll  find  Belcour 
a  man  of  honour.  Come,  Louifa,  let  us  adjourn  to  my 
dreding-room  ;  I’ve  a  little  private  bufinefs  to  tranfadl  with 

you,  before  the  old  lady  comes  up  to  tea,  and  interrupts 
us. 


End  of  the  Third  Act, 
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A  C  T  IV.-  SCENE!. 

Fulmer’s  Houfe. 

Fulmer  and  Mrs.  Fulmer, 

Pul.  ^AT'l  Y,  wasn’t  Mr.  Belcour  with  you  ? 

Mrs,  Ful.  [Jewas;  and  is  now  ihut  up  in  my 
chamber,  in  high  expedlation  of  an  interview  with  Mifs 
Dudley  y  fhe’s  at  prefent  with  her  brother,  and  ’twas  with 
fome  difficulty  I  perfuaded  my  hot-headed  fpark  to  wait 
till  he  has  left  her. 

FuL  Well,  child,  and  what  then  ? 

Mrs.  FuL  Why  then,  Mr.  Fulmer,  T  think  it  will  be 
time  for  you  and  me  to  fteal  a  march,  and  be  gone. 

I^uL  So  this  is  all  the  fruit  of  your  ingenious  projedl  j 
a  fhameful  overthrow,  or  a  fudden  flight. 

Mrs,  Fill.  Why,  my  project  was  a  mere  impromptu, 
and  can  at  worfl:  but  quicken  our  departure  a  few  days  ; 
you  know  we  had  fairly  outliv’d  our  credit  here,  and  a  trip 
to  Boulogne  is  no  ways  unfeafonable.  Nay,  never  droop, 
man — Hark  I  hark  I  here’s  enough  to  bear  charges  {/hewing 
iapurfe.) 

FuL  Let  me  fee,  let  me  fee :  this  weighs  well ;  this  is 
of  the  right  fort:  why  your  Weft-Indian  bled  freely. 

Mrs.  FuL  But  that’s  not  all  :  look  here  !  Here  are  the 
fparkiers  !  [^fiewirig  the  jewels)  Now  what  d’ye  think  of 
my  performances  f  Heh  !  a  foolifh  fcheme,  isn’t  it — a 
filly  woman — 

FuL  'Fhou  art  a  Judith,  a  Joan  of  Arc,  and  I’ll  march 
under  thy  banners,  girl,  to  the  world’s  end  :  come,  let’s 
begone;  I’ve  little  to  regret;  my  creditors  mav  fhare  the 
old  books  amongft  them  ;  they’ll  have  occafion  for  phi- 
lofophy  to  fupport  their  lofs  ;  they’ll  find  enough  upon 
my  ihelves :  the  world  is  my  library  ;  1  read  mankind — - 
Now,  Patty,  lead  the  way. 

Mrs.  FuL  Adieu,  Belcour  !  [Exetinf, 

SCENE  IL 
Charles  Dudley  and  Louisa. 

»  I 

Char  Its.  Well,  Louifa,  I  confefs  the  force  of  what  you 
fay;  1  accept  Mifs  Rufport’s  bounty;  and,  when  you  fee 

H  my 


50,  the  west  INDIAN; 

iTiy  generous  Charlotte,  tell  her - bfit  have  a  care,  there 

.  ^  ielfifhnefs  even  in  gratitude,  when  it  is  too  pro— 
fufe  ;  to  be  overthankful  for  any  one  favour,  is  in  effed  to 
lay  out  for  another ;  the  beft  return  1  cou’d  make  my  be- 
iicF2,£trcis  wou  d  be  never  to  Icc  her  more* 

Lgu,  I  underftand  you, 

Charles.  VVe  that  are  poor,  Ivouifa,  fliou’d  be  cautious; 
reaion,  I  wou  d  guard  you  againft  Belcour ;  at 
leaft  till  I  can  unravel  the  myftery  of  Mifs  Rufport’s  dia- 
monds  ;  I  was  difappointed  of  finding  him  at  Mr.  Stock- 
well  s,  and  am  now  going  in  fearch  ot  him  again  :  he  may 
intend  honourably  but,  1  coniefs  to  you,  1  am  dagger’d; 
think  no  more  of  him,  therefore,  for  the  prefent :  of  this 
be  fure,  while  I  have  life,  and  you  have  honour,  I  will 
protect  you,  or  perifli  in  your  defence.  [ Exit. 

Loj4.  Think  of  him  no  more  !  Well,  I’ll  obey  ;  but  if 
a  wand  ring  uninvited  thought  fhould  creep  by  chance  into 
my  bofom,  inuft  I  not  give  the  harmlefs  wretch  a  fhelter  ? 
Oh  1  yes ;  tne  great  artincer  of  the  human  heart  knows 
every  thread  he  wove  into  its  fabric,  nor  puts  his  work  to 
harder  ufes  than  it  w^as  made  to  bear:  my  wifhes  then, 
my  guiitlefs  ones,  I  mean,  are  free  :  how  faft  they  fpring 
within  me  at  that  fen tence  !  Down,  down,  ye  bufy  crea¬ 
tures  !  Whither  wou’d  you  carry  me  ?  Ah  !  there  is  one 
amongd:  you,  a  forward,  new  intruder,  that,  in  the  like- 
nefs  of  an  offending,  generous  man,  grows  into  favour 
with  my  heart,  bye,  fye  upon  it  !  Belcour  purfucs,  in- 
iulcs  me;  yet,  fuch  is  the  fatality  of  my  condition,  that 
what  fliou’d  roufe  rel’entment,  only  calls  up  love. 

SCENE  III. 

(Belcour  enters  to  her.) 

Bel.  Alone,  by  all  that’s  happy  ! 

Lou.  Ah  ! 

JLL  Oh  !  fliriek  not,  flart  not,  (fir  not,  lovclieft  crea¬ 
ture  !  hut  let  me  kneel,  and  gaze  upon  your  beauties. 

Lou.  Sir  !  Mr,  Belcour,  rife  !  What  is  it  you  do  ? 

Bel.  See,  I  obey  you  ;  mould  me  as  you  will,  behold 
your  ready  fervant !  New  to  your  country,  ignorant  of 
your  manners,  habits,  and  dcfires,  I  put  myfelf  into  your 
liands  for  inftrudlion  ;  make  me  only  fuch  as  you  can  like 
yourfclf,  and  [  fhall  be  happy. 

Lou.  1  niufl:  not  hear  this,  Mr.  Belcour  ^  go  j  fliould 
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he  that  parted  from  me  but  this  minute,  now  return,  I 
tremble  for  the  confequence, 

'  Be/.  P'ear  nothing  ;  let  him  come:  T  love  you,  iMadam  ; 
he’ll  find  it  hard  to  make  me  iinfay  that. 

Louifa.  You  terrify  me  ;  your  impetuous  temper  fright¬ 
ens  me;  you  know  my  fituatioii ;  it  is  not  generous  to 
purfue  me  thus, 

Bel.  True;  I  do  know  your  fituation,  your  real  one, 
Mifs  Dudley,  and  am  refolv’d  to  Inatch  vou  from  it  ; 
^twill  be  a  meritorious  adt ;  the  old  Captain  flial!  rejoice; 
Mil's  Rufport  (hall  be  made  happy;  and  even  he,  ^  even 
your  beloved  brother,  with  whofe  refentment  you  threaten 
me,  fhall  in  the  end  applaud  and  thank  me  :  Come,  thou’rt 
a  dear  enchanting  girl,  and  I’m  determin’d  not  to  live  a 
minute  longer  v/ithout  thee. 

O 

Louifa.  Hold,  are  you  mad  ?  I  fee  vou  are  a  bold,  afium- 
ing  man,  and  know  not  where  to  flop. 

Bel.  Who  that  beholds  fuch  beauty  can  ?  By  Heaven, 
you  put  my  blood  into  a  flame.  Provoking  girl  !  is  it 
within  the  ftretch  of  my  fortune  to  content  you  ?  What  is 
k  you  can  further  afk  that  I  am  not  ready  to  grant  ? 

Louifa.  Yes,  with  the  fame  facility  that  you  bellow’d 
upon  me  Mifs  Rufport’s  diamonds.  PYrlliame  !  forfiiame  I 
w^as  that  a  manly  llory  ? 

Bel.  So  I  fo  !  thefe  deviiiih  diamonds  meet  me  every 
where — Let  me  perifii  if  I  mean’t  you  any  harm  :  Oh  !  I 
cou’d  tear  my  tongue  out  for  laying  a  word  about  the 
matter. 

Louifa.  Go  to  her  then,  and  contrddidl  it ;  till  that  is 
done,  my  reputation  is  at  flake. 

Bel.  Her  reputation  !  Now  flie  has  got  upon  that,  file’ll 
go  on  for  ever. — What  is  there  i  will  not  do  for  your  lake  ? 

1  will  go  to  Mifs  Rufport. 

Louifa.  Do  fo ;  reflore  her  own  jewels  to  her,  which  I 
fuppofe  you  kept  back  for  the  purpofe  of  prefen  ting  others 
to  her  of  a  greater  value  ;  but  for  the  future,  Mr.  Belcour, 
when  you  wou’d  do  a  galant  adtion  to  that  lady,  don’t  let. 
it  be  at  my  expence. 

Bel.  I  fee  where  file  points  :  file  is  willing  enough  to 
give  up  Mifs  Rufport’s  diamonds,  now  fhe  finds  file  fhall 
be  a  gainer  by  the  exchange.  Be  it  fo  !  ’tis  what  I 
wifh’d. — Well,  Madam,  I  will  return  Mifs  Rufport  her 
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own  jewels,  and  you  fiiall  have  others  of  tenfold  their 
Value. 

Louija,  ISiO)  Sir,  you  err  moft  widely;  it  is  rny  good 
opinion,  not  my  vanity,  which  you  muft  bribe. 

Bel.  Why,  what  the  devil  wou’d  flie  have  now  ?— Mifs 
Dudley,  it  is  rny  with  to  obey  and  pieafe  you.,  but  I  have 
Ibme  apprehenfion  that  we  miftake  each  qther.'^ 

Louija.  I  think  we  dp  :  tell  me,  then,  in  few  words 
what  it  is  you  aim  at.  '  ’ 

Bel.  In  few  words,  then,  and  in  plain  honefty,  I  muft 
tell  you,  fo  entirely  am  I  captivated  with  you,  that  had 
you  but  been  fuch  as  it  would  have  become  me  to  have  call’d 
my  wife,  1  had  been  happy  in  knowing  you  by  that  name ; 
as  it  is,  you  are  welcome  to  partake  my  fortune,  give  me 
in  return  your  perfon,  give  me  pleafure,  give  me  lovej 
free,  difencumber’d,  antimatrimonial  love. 

Loiiifa.  Stand  oft,  and  let  me  never  fee  you  more. 

^  Bel.  Hold,  hold,  thou  dear,  tormenting,  tantalizing 
girl  !  Upon  my  knees  1  fwear  you  Ihall  not  llir  till  you’ve 
confented  to  myblifs. 

Loulfa.  Unhand  me,  Sir:  O  Charles  !  protedf  me, 
relcue  me,  red  refs  me.  [£;<•//. 

SCENE  IV. 

Chaiiles  Dudley  enters. 

Charles.  Ko'w’s  this!  Rife,  villain,  and  defend  yourfelf, 

Bel.  Villain  ! 

Charles.  The  man  who  wrongs  that  lady  is  a  villain— 
Draw  ! 

Bel  Never  fear  me,  young  gentleman  ;  brand  me  for  a 
coward,  if  1  baulk  you. 

Charles.  Yet  hold!  Let  me  not  be  too  hafty:  yoip* 
name  i  think,  is  Belcour. 

Bel  Well,  Sir. 

Charles.  How  is  it,  Mr.  Belcour,  you  have  done  this 
mean,  unmanly  wrong  ;  beneath  the  mafk  of  generofity  to 
give  this  fatal  iiab  to  our  domefiic  peace  ?  You  might  have 
had  rny  thanks,  my  blcffing;  take  my  defiance  now.  ^Tis 
Dudley  i peaks  to  you,  the  brother,  the  proteSlor  of  that 
in]  ur’d'lady. 

Bel.  The  brother?  Give  yourfelf a  truer  title. 

Charles.  What  is’t  you  mean  ? 

Be* , 

.  \ 
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Come^  cofnCj  I  know  both  her  und  you  i  I  found 
you,  Sir,  (but  how  or  why  I  know  not)  in  the  -rood 
■graces  of  Mifs  Kufport— (yes,  colour  at  the  name  !)  I  gave 
you  no  difturbance  there,  never  broke  in  upon  you  in  that 
yich  and  plenteous  quarter  ;  but,  when  Icou’d  have  blalled 
all  your  projefts  with  a  word,  fpar’d  you,  in  fooliili  pity 
fpar’d  you,  nor  rouz’d  her  from  the  fond  credulity  in 
which  your  artifice  had  lull’d  her. 

Charles.  Ivlo,  Sir,  nor  boafted  to  her  of  the  fplendid 
prefent  you  had  made  my  poor  Louifa  ;  the  diamonds,  Mr. 
Belcour  ;  How  was  that  ?  What  can  you  plead  to  that 
arraignment  ? 

Bel.  You  queftion  me  too  late  ;  the  name  of  Beicour  and 
of  villain  never  met  before  :  had  you  enquir’d  of  me  before 
you  utter’d  that  rafh  word,  you  might  have  fav’d  yourfelf 
or  me  a  mortal  error :  now,  Sir,  I  neither  i^ive  nor  take 


^11  explanation  ^  fo,  come  on  ! 


[They  fight. 


SCENE  V. 


Louisa,  and  afterwards  O’Flaherty. 

Louifa.  Hold,  hold,  for  Heaven’s  fake  hold  1  Charles! 

Beicour  !  Help  !  Sir,  Sir,  make  hade,  they’ll  murder 
one  another. 

O' Fla,  Hell  and  confufion  !  What’s  all  this  uproar  for  ? 
Can’t  you  leave  ofFcutting  one  another’s  throats,  and  mind 
what  the  poor  girl  fays  to  you  You’ve  done  a  notable 
^hing,  hav  n  t  you  both,  to  put  her  into  fuch  a  Hurry  ? 
I  think,  o’  my  confcience,  flie’s  the  rnolf  frighted  of  the 
Ithree.  '  ‘  ‘  ! 

Charles.  Dear  Louifa,  recoiled  yourfelf:  whv  did  vou 
interfere  ?  ’Ti?  in  your  caufe.  ^ 

Bel,  Now  cou’d  1  kill  him  for  carefling  her. 

O'Fia.  O  Sir,  your  moil:  obedient  !  You  are  the  gentle¬ 
man  I  had  the  honour  of  meeting  here  before  ;  you  was 
fhen  running  off  at  full  fpeed  like  a  Calmuck,  now  you 
are  tilting  and  driving  like  a  Bedlamite  with  this  lad  here, 
that  feems  as  mad  as  yourfelf:  ’ Tis  pity  but  your  country 
had  a  little  more  employment  for  you  both. 

Mr.  Dudley,  when  you’ve  recover’d  the  lady,  you 
know  where  1  am  to  be  found.  [Exit. 

O'Fla.  Well  then,  can’t  you  Hay  where  you  are,  and 
that  will  fave  the  trouble  of  looking  after  you  I  Yon  vo- 

latilc 
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latile  fellow  thinks  to  give  a  man  the  meeting  by  getting 
out  of  his  way  :  by  my  foul  ’tis  a  round-about  method  that 
of  his.  But  1  think  he  call’d  you  Dudley  ;  Hark’e,  young 
man,  are  you  fon  of  my  friend  the  old  Captain  ? 

Charles.  1  am.  Help  me  to  convey  this  lady  to  her 
chamber,  and  i  fliall  be  m.ore  at  leifure  to  anfwer  your 
queftions. 

O'Fla*  Ay  will  I :  come  along,  pretty  one  ;  if  you’ve 
had  wrong  done  you,  young  man,  you  need  look  no  fur¬ 
ther  for  a  fecond  ;  Dennis  O’Flahcrty’s  your  man  for  that ; 
but  never  draw  your  fword  before  a  woman,  Dudley; 
damn  it,  never  while  you  live  draw  your  fword  before  a 
woman.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VL 

Lady  R  u  s  p  o  r  x’i  Houfe. 

Lady  Rusport  and  Servant. 

Ser.  An  elderly  gentleman,  who  fays  his  name  is  Var- 
land,  defires  leave  to  wait  on  your  iadyfhip. 

L.  Ruf.  Shew  him  in;  the  very  man  I  wifli  to  fee: 
Varland,  he  was  Sir  Oliver’s  follicitor,  and  privy  to  all 
his  affairs;  he  brings  fome  good  tidings;  fome  frefli  ^ 

mortgage,  or  another  bond  come  to  light ;  they  Hart  up 
everyday.  (V  arl  a  nd  Adr.  Varland,  I’m  glad 

to  fee  you  ;  you’re  heartily  welcome,  honeft  Mr.  Varland  ; 
you  and  I  havn’t  met  fince  our  late  irreparable  lofs  :  how 
have  you  paffed  yqur  time  this  age  ? 

Far.  Truly,  my  lady,  ill  enough  :  I  thought  I  muff 
have  followed  good  Sir  Oliver. 

L.  Ruf.  Alack-a-day,  poor  man  !  Well,  Adr.  Varland, 
you  find  me  here  overwhelmed  with  trouble  and  fatigue; 
torn  to  pieces  with  a  multiplicity  of  affairs  ;  a  great  fortune 
poured  upon  me  unfought  for  and  unexpedfed  :  ’twas  my 
good  father’s  will  and  pleafure  it  fhould  be  fo,  and  I  muff: 

1‘ubmit. 

Var.  Your  Iadyfhip  inherits  under  a  wall  made  in  the 
year  forty-five,  immediately  after  Captain  Dudley’s  mar¬ 
riage  with  your  fiffer. 

L.  Ruf  I  do  fo,  Mr.  Varland  ;  I  do  fo. 

Var.  1  well  remember  it;  i  engroff'ed  every  fyllable ;  ♦ 

but  I  am  furprized  to  find  your  ladyfliip  fet  fo  little  ftorti 
by  this  vafl:  acceflion. 
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L.  Ruf  Why  you  know,  Mr.  Varland,  I  am  a  mode¬ 
rate  woman  ;  I  had  enough  before  ;  a  fmall  matter  fatisfies 
me;  and  Sir  Stephen  Rufport  (Heaven  be  his  portion!) 
took  care  I  Ihoudn’t  want  that. 

Vcir,  Very  true;  very  true,  he  did  fo  ;  and  I  am  over¬ 
joyed  at  finding  your  ladyfliip  in  this  dirpofition;  for, 
truth  to  fay,  I  was  not  without  apprehenfion  the  news  I 
have  to  communicate  v/ould  have  been  of  fome  prejudice 
to  your  ladyfhip's  tranquility. 

Z.  Ruf.  News,  Sir  !  What  news  have  you  for  me 

Far.  Nay,  nothing  to  alarm  you ;  a  trifle,  in  your 
prefent  way  of  thinking  :  1  have  a  will  of  Sir  Oliver’s  you 
have  never  feen. 

L.  Ruf.  A  will  !  ImpofTible  !  How  came  you  by  it, 
pray  ? 

Var,  I  drew  it  up,  at  his  command,  in  his  laff  illnefs  : 
it  will  fave  you  a  world  of  trouble  :  it  gives  his  whole  effate 
from  you  to  his  grandfon,  Charles  Dudley. 

L.  Ruf  To  Dudley?  His  eftate  to  Charles  Dudley  ? 
I  can’t  fiippott  it  !  I  flaali  faint !  You’ve  killed  me,  you 
vile  man  !  I  never  fhall  furvive  it! 

Var.  Look’e  there  now  :  i  protefl,  I  thought  you  would 
have  rejoiced  at  being  clear  of  the  incumbrance. 

L.  Ruf  ’Tis  falfe  ;  ’tis  all  a  forgery,  concerted  between 
you  and  Dudley;  why  elfe  did  1  never  hear  of  it  before 

Var.  Have  patience,  my  lady,  and  i’ll  tell  you  :  By  Sir 
Oliver’s  diredlion,  1  was  to  deliver  this  will  into  no  hands 
but  his  grandfon  Dudley’s  :  the  young  gentleman  happen’d 
to  be  then  in  Scotland;  I  was  dirpatch’d  thither  in  fearch 
of  him  :  the  hurry  and  fatigue  of  rny  journey  brought  on  a 
fever  by  the  way,  which  confined  me  in  extreme  danger 
for  feveral  days;  upon  my  recovery,  1  purfued  my  journey, 
found  young  Dudley  had  left  Scotland  in  the  interim,  and 
am  now  directed  hither;  where,  as  foon  I  can  find  him, 
doubtlefs,  1  fhall  di (charge  my  confcience,  and  fulfil  my 
commiflion. 

'  L.  Ruf  Dudley  then,  as  yet,  knows  nothing  of  this 
will  ? 

Var.  Nothing;  that  fecrct  refls  with  me, 

L.  Ruf  A  thought  occurs:  by  this  fellow’s  talking  of 
his  confcience,  I  fhould  guefs  it  was  upon  fale  (ajide.) 
Come,  Mr.  Varland,  if ’tis  as  you  fay,  I  mult  fubmir. 
I  was  fomewhat  flurried  at  firfl,  and  forgot  myfdf;  1  aflc 

your 
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your  pardon  :  this  is  no  place  to  talk  of  bufmefs;  flep  wltfr 
me  into  my  room ;  we  will  there  compare  the  will,  and 

refolve  accordingly - Oh  I  would  your  fever  had  you/ 

and  I  had  your  paper.  {^Exeunt, 

SCENE  VIE 

Miss  RuspoIit,  Charles,  and  OTlah'erty. 

Char.  So,  fo  !  My  lady  and  her  lawyer  have  retired  to 
tlofe  confabulation :  now,  Major,  if  you  are  the  generous 
man  I  take  you  for,  grant  me  one  favour. 

O'Fia.  Faith  will  1,  and  not  think  much  of  my  genero- 
fity  neither  ;  for,  though  it  may  not  be  in  my  power  to" 
do  the  favour  you  alk,  look  you,  it  can  never  be  in  my 
heart  to  refufe  it* 

Charles.  Cou’d  this  man’s  tongue  do  juftiee  to  his 
thoughts,  how  eloquent  would  he  be  !  (afide.) 

Char.  Plant  yourfelf  then  in  that  room:  keep  guard, 
for  a  few  moments,  upon  the  enemy’s  motions,  in  the 
chamber  beyond ;  and,  if  they  fhould  attempt  a  fallyp* 
hop  their  march  a  moment,  till  your  friend  hete  can  make  \ 

good  his  retreat  down  the  back-itairs. 

O' Fla.  A  word  to  the  wife  !  I’m  an  old  campaigner/ 
make  the  beft  ufc  of  your  time  ;  and  truft  me  for  tying 
the  old  cat  up  to  the  picket. 

Char.  Huih  !  hufh  !  not  fo  loud. 

Charles.  ’  Tis  the  office  of  a  centinel.  Major,  you  have 
undertaken,  rather  than  that  of  a  field-officer. 

O'Fla.  ’Tis  the  office  of  a  friend,  my  dear  bOy  ;  andy 
therefore,  no  difgrace  to  a  general. 

SCENE  VIIL 

Charles  and  Charlotte.- 

Char.  Well,  Charles,  will  you  commit  yourfelf  to  me' 
for  a  few  minutes  ? 

Charles.  Molt  readily  ;  and  let  me,-  before  one  goes  byy 
tender  you  tne  only  payment  1  can  ever  make  for  your  ^ 

abundant  generofity. 

Char.  Hold,  hold  !  fo  vile  a  thing  as  money  muft  not 
come  between  us.  What  fliall  I  fay  !  O  Charles  !  O 

Dudley  !  What  difficult  ics  have  you  thrown  upon  me  ! 

Familiarly 
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Faiiiiliarly  as  we  have  lived,  I  flirink  not  at  what  I’m  do¬ 
ing  ;  and,  anxioufly  as  1  have  fought  this  opportunity,  my 
fears  almoil  periuade  me  to  abandon  it. 

Charles.  You  alarm  me !  ,  < 

Char,  Your  looks  and  afiions  hat^e  been  fo  didant,  and 
at  this  moment  are  fo  deterring,  that,  was  it  not  for  the 
hope  that  delicacy,  and  not  dilgud,  infpires  this  conduct 
in  you,  I  fhould  fink  with  iliame  and  apprehenfion ;  but 
tune  prelTes*  and  I  mud  fpeak  ;  and  plainly  too-— Was 
you  now  in  poffedion  of  your  grandfather's  edate,  asjufily 
you  ought  to  be  ;  and,  W'as  you  inclined  to  feck  a  corn- 
pan  ion  tor  life,  lliould  you,  or  fhould  you  not,  in  that 
cafe,  honour  your  unworthy  Charlotte  with  your  choice  r 

Charles.  My  unworthy  Charlotte  !  So  judge  me  Heaven, 
there  is  not  a  circumdance  on  earth  io  valuable  as  your 
happinefs,  fo  dear  to  me  as  yaur'perfon  ;  but  to  bring  po¬ 
verty,  difgrace,  reproach  from  friends,  ridicule  from  all 
the  world,  upon  a  generous  benefadfrefs  ;  thievifhly  to 
flea]  into  an  open,  unreferved,  ingenuous  heart,  O  Char¬ 
lotte  !  dear,  unhappy  girl,  it  is  not  to  be  done.  . 

Char.  Nay,  now  you  rate  too  highly  the  poor  advan¬ 
tages  fortune  alone  has  given  me  over  you  :  how  other- 
wile  could  we  bring  cur  merits  to  any  ballance  ?  Come, 
my  dear  Charles,  i  have  enough  ;  make  that  enough  dill 
more,  by  fliaring  it  with  me  :  foie  heirefs  of  mv  father’s 
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fortune,  a  fhort  time  wn'l  put  it  in  my  diTpofal  f  in  th 
mean  while  you  will  be  fent  to  join  your  regiment;  let  us 
prevent  a  leparation,  by  fetting  out  this  very  night  for  that 
happy  country  where  marriage  dill  is  free  :  carry  me  this 
moment  to  Belcour’s  lodgings. 

Charles,  Belcour's  ?— The  name  is  ominous;  there’s 
murder  in  it  :  bloody  inexorable  honour  !  [afide,) 

Char.  D  ye  paufe  ?  Put  me  into  his  hands,  while  you 
provide  the  means  for  our  efcape:  he  is  the  mod  generous,’ 
ihe  mod  honourable  of  men. 

Charles.  Plonourable  !  mod  honourable  I 
,  Char.  Can  you  doubt  it?  Do  you  demur  ?  Have  you 


( L  A  HER T  y  enters  haflily. ) 

O' Fla.  Run.  run^  for  holy  S:,  Antonv’s  fake,  to  horfe 

i.  and! 
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and  away !  The  conference  is  broke  up,  and  the  old  lady 
advances  upon  a  full  piedmontefe  trot,  within  piftol-fhot 
of  your  encampment. 

Char,  Here,  here,  down  the  back-ftairs  !  O,  Charles, 
remember  me  I 

Charles,  Farewell  !  Now,  now  I  feel  myfelf  a  coward, 

[Fa'/Z. 

Char,  What  does  he  mean  ? 

0"Fla,  Aik  no  queftions,  but  be  gone  :  (he  has  cooled 
the  lad’s  courage,  and  wonders  he  feels  like  a  coward. 
There’s  a  damn’d  deal  of  mifchief  brewing  between  this 
hyena  and  her  lawyer  :  egad  I’ll  ftep  behind  this  fcreen 
and  lifteii :  a  good  foldier  muft  fometimes  fight  in  ambufh 
aa  well  as  open  field  (^retires,) 

SCENE  XL 
Lady  Rusport  Varland, 

L.  Ruf,  Sure  I  heard  fomebody.  Hark  !  No  ;  only  the 
fervants  going  down  the  back  ftairs.  Well,  Mr.  Varland, 

I  think  then  we  are  agreed  :  you’ll  take  my  money  j  and 
your  confcience  no  longer  {lands  in  your  way. 

Far,  Your  father  was  my  benefadtor  ;  his  will  ought  to 
be  facred  ;  but,  if  I  commit  it  to  the  flames,  how  will  he  be 
the  wifer  ?  Dudley,  ’tis  true,  has  done  me  no  harm  ;  but 
five  thoufand  pounds  will  dome  much  good;  fo,  in  fhort. 
Madam,  I  take  your  offer;  I  will  confer  with  my  clerk, 
who  witnefTed  the  will  ;  and  to-morrow  morning  put  it 
into  your  hands,  upon  condition  you  put  five  thoufand 
good  pounds  into  mine, 

L,  Ruf,  ’Tis  a  bargain :  I’ll  be  ready  for  you :  farewell. 

[  Exit, 

Far,  Let  me  confider — Five  thoufand  pounds  prompt 
payment  for  defiroying  this  ferap  of  paper,  not  worth  five 
farthings;  ’tis  a  fortune  eafily  earn’d  ;  yes;  and ’tis  ano¬ 
ther  man’s  fortune  eafily  thrown  away  i  tis  a  good  round 
fum  to  be  paid  down  at  once  for  a  bribe ;  but  tis  a 
damn’d  rogue’s  trick  in  me  to  take  it. 

0"Fla,  So,  fo  !  this  fellow  fpeaks  truth  to  himfelf,  tho’ 

he  lies  to  other  people— but  hufh  I  {aftde) 

Far,  ’Tis  breaking  the  trull  of  my  benefa6lor  ;  that’s  a 
foiii  crime;  but  he's  dead,  and  can  never  reproach  me 

V/ith  it:  and  'tis  robbing  young  Dudley  of  his  lawful  pa¬ 
trimony  ; 
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triniony  \  th&t*s  s  Hurd  cHfc  j  but  he  s  eHvCj  snd  knows 
nothing  of  the  matter. 

(yPla,  Thefe  lawyers  are  fo  ufed  to  bring  on  the  ro¬ 
gueries  of  others,  that  they  are  never  without  an  excufe 

for  their  own  . 

Var.  Were  I  affured  now  that  Dudley  would  give  me  half 

the  money  for  producing  this  will,  that  Lady  Rulport  does 
for  concealing  it,  I  would  deal  with  him,  and  be  an  ho- 
neft  man  at  half  price ;  I  wifli  every  gentleman  of  my  pro- 
feffion  could  lay  his  hand  on  his  heart  and  fay  the  tame 

(ypla.  A  bargain,  old  gentleman!  Nay,  never  ftarr, 
nor  Hare,  you  wasn’t  afraid  of  your  own  conlcience,  never 

be  afraid  of  me. 

Var.  Of  you.  Sir;  who  are  you,  pray? 

O’  Fla.  I’ll  tell  you  who  I  am  :  you  feem  to  wifh  to  be 
honeft,  but  want  the  heart  to  fet  about  it  ;  now  1  am  the 
very  man  in  the  world  to  make  you  fo ;  for,  if  you  do  not 
oive  me  up  that  paper  this  very  inftant,  by  the  foul  of  rne, 
fellow,  I  will  not  leave  one  whole  bone  m  your  fkin  that 

fhan’t  be  broken. 

Var.  What  right  have  you,  pray,  to  take  this  pafier 

from  me  ?  ,  •  r 

O’Fla.  What  right  have  you,  pray,  to  keep  it  trom 

voune  Dudley  ?  I  don’t  know  what  it  contains,  but  I  am 

apt  to  think  it  will  be  fafer  in  my  hands  than  in  your’s  ; 

therefore  give  it  me  without  more  words,  and  fave  yourlelt 

a  beating  :  do  now ;  you  had  beft. 

Var.  Well,  Sir,  I  may  as  well  make  a  grace  of  necel- 

fity.  There  I  I  have  acquitted  my  confcience,  at  the  ex¬ 
pence  of  five  thoufand  pounds. 

O’fL;  Five  thoufand  pounds  !  Mercy  upon  me  I  When 
there  are  fuch  temptations  in  the  law,  can  we  wonder  if 

fome  of  the  corps  are  a  difgrace  to  it  ? 

Var.  Well,  you  have  got  the  paper  ;  if  you  are  an  ho¬ 
neft  man,  give  it  to  Charles  Dudley. 

OFla.  An  honeft  man  1  look  at  me  friend,  1  arn  a  lol- 
dier,  this  is  not  the  livery  of  a  knave  ;  i  am  an  Infhman, 
honey;  mine  is  not  the  country  of  difhonour. 
firrah,  be  gone ;  if  you  enter  thefe  doors,  or  give  Lady 
Rufport  the  leaft  item  of  what  has  pafled,  i  will  cut  oft 
both  your  ears,  and  rob  the  pillory  of  its  due. 

Var  I  wifh  I  was  once  fairly  out  of  his  fight.  [Fxiunt. 

Iz 


/ 


C#  THE  WEST  I  N  D  I  A  K; 


S  C  E  N  E  X. 


^  ILoO??!  2H  S  T  O  C  K  W  E  L  L  I~IgUj£» 


<W.  I  mufl:  difclofe  myfclf  to  Belcour  ;  this  noble  in- 
lance  of  his  generofity,  which  old  Dudley  has  been  ri- 
atins:,  me  to  him  at  once  ;  concealment  becomes 


oo  pamful ;  1  fhall  be  proud  to  own  him  for  my  foil- 
-but  fee,  he  s  here.  ^ 


(Belcour  enters^  and  throivs  hhnjelf  upon  a fipha.) 

Bel  O  my  ciirft  tropical  conftitution  !  Wou^d  to  Hea^ 
dropt  upon  the  fhows  of  Lapland,  and  never 
te.t  the  blefled  inHuence  of  the  fun,  fo  1  had  never  burnt 
With  thcle  inflammatory  paflions  ! 

Stock.  So  fo,  you  feem  diforder’d,  Mr.  Belcour. 

IL/.  Difcrder^d,  Sir  1  VVhy  did  I  ever  quit  the  foil  in 
w  ich  giew;  what  evil  planet  drew  me  from  that  warm 
lunny  region,  where  naked  nature  walks  without  difguife, 
into  this  cold  contriving  artificial  country  ? 

Stock.  Come,  Sir,  you’ve  met  a  rafcal ;  what  o’that  ? 
general  conclufions  are  illiberal. 

hel.  No,  Sir,  I’ve  met  refleddion  by  the  way ;  I’ve  come 

and  fury,  and  met  a  filent  monitor — 

ell,  v/ell,  a  villain !  twas  not  to  be  pardon’d — pray 
never  mind  me,  Sir.  '  ^ 

Stock.  Alas  1  my  heart  bleeds  for  him. 

Bel,  And  yet,  1  might  have  heard  him  :  now,  plague 
■upon  that  blundering  irifhman  for  coming  in  as  he  did  ; 
the  hurry  of  the  deed  might  palliate  the  event  i  deliberate 
execution  has  lefs  to  plead — iVIr.  Stockwell,  1  am  bad  com¬ 
pany  to  you.  ' 

^  Stock.  Oh,  Sir;  make  no  excufe.  I  think  you  have  not 
found  me  forward  to  pry  into  the  fecrcts  of  your  pleafures 
and  purfuits  ;  ’tis  net  my  dif[)ofition  ;  but  there  are  times, 
when  want  of  curiofity  wou’d  be  want  of  fricndfhip. 

Bel.  Ah,  Sir,  mine  is  a  cale  wherein  you  and  I  fhall 
never  think  alike  ;  the  punctilious  rules,  by  which  1  am 

»  ^  ^  o  nd  in  your  ledgers,  nor  will  pafs 

current  in  the  comipting  houfe  of  a  trader. 

kitock.  i  is  very  well,  Sir;  if  you  think  I  can  render  you 
any  fcrvice,  it  may  be  worth  your  trial  to  confide  in'mc; 
if  not,  your  fccret  is  fafer  in  your  own  bofom. 

‘  . . •  . .  Bel. 
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LW.  That  fentiment  demands  my  confidence  :  pray,  fit 
down  by  me.  Youmuft  knov/,  I  have  an  affair  of  honour 
on  my  hands  with  young  Dudley;  and,  tho’  I  put  up  v/ith 
no  man's  infult,  yet  I  wifh  to  take  away  no  man's  life. 

Stock.  I  know  the  young  man,  and  am  appris’d  of  your 
generofity  to  his  father  3  what  can  have  bred  a  quarrel  be¬ 
tween  you  ? 

Bel.  A  foolifli  pafHon  on  my  fide,  and  a  haughty  pro¬ 
vocation  on  his.  'There  is  a  girl,  Mr.  Stockwell,  whom  £ 
have  unfortunately  feeii,  of  molf  uncommon  beauty;  fhe 
'  has  withall  an  air  of  fo  much  natural  modeffy,  that  had  £ 
not  had  good  affurance  of  her  being  an  attainable  wan¬ 
ton,  I  declare  1  fhoii’d  as  foon  have  thought  of  attempting 
the  chalfity  of  Diana. 

Servant  e?2ters. 

Stock*  Hey-dey,  do  you  interrupt  us  ? 

Ser.  Sir,  there’s  an  Irifli  gentleman  will  take  no  de¬ 
nial  ;  he  fays  he  muff  fee  Mr.  Belcour  diredtly,  upon  bu- 
finefs  of  the  laft  confequence. 

Bel.  Admit  him  ;  ’tis  the  Irifh  officer  that  parted  us, 
and  brings  me  young  Dudley’s  challenge;  I  fliould  have 
made  a  long  ftory  of  it,  and  he’ll  tell  you  in  three  words. 

O’Flaherty  enters* 

O' Fla.  Save  you,  my  dear;  and  you,  Sir  !  I  have  a  little 
bit  of  a  word  in  private  for  you. 

Bel.  Pray  deliver  your  commands;  this  gentleman  is  my 
intimate  friend. 

O^Fla.  Why  then,  Enfign  Dudley  will  be  g'ad  to  mea^ 
fure  fwords  with  you,  yonder,  at  the  London  Tavern,  in 
Bifhopfgate-Street,  at  nine  o’clock— you  know  the  place. 

Bel.  i  do;  and  fhall  obferve  the  appointment. 

O'Fla.  Vv^ill  you  be  of  the  party,  Sir?  We  lliall  want  a 
fourth  hand. 

Stock.  Savage  as  the  cuflom  is,  I  clofe  with  your  pro- 
pofal  ;  and  tho’  I  am  not  fully  inform’d  of  the  occafion  of 
your  quarrel,  I  fhall  rely  on  Pvlr.  Belcour’s  honour  for 
the juifice  of  it;  and  willingly  flake  my  life  in  his  de¬ 
fence. 

O' Fla.  Sir,  you’re  a  gentleman  of  honour,  and  I  fliall 

be  glad  of  being  better  knov/n  to  you - But  hark’c, 

Bekour,  I  had  like  to  have  forgot  part  of  my  errand  : 
"  '  '  '  '  -  ‘  there 
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there  is  the  money  you  gave  old  Dudley*  you  may  fell  it 
over  faith  ;  his  a  receipt  in  full  ;  nov/  the  lad  can  put  you 
to  death  with  a  fafe  confcience,  and  when  he  has  done 
that  job  for  you,  let  it  be  a  wariiing  how  you  attempt  the 
fifler  of  a  man  of  honour. 

Bei:  ITe  fifter  ? 

O' Fla.  Ay,  the  fifter ;  his  Englifh,  Is  it  not  ?  Or  Irifti  ; 
^tis  all  one ;  you  underftand  me,  his  fifter,  or  Louifa 
Dudley,  that’s  her  name  I  think,  call  her  which  you  will  : 
by  St.  Patrick,  his  a  foolifli  piece  of  a  bufinefs,  Bekour,^ 
to  go  about  to  take  away  a  poor  girl’s  virtue  from  her^ 
when  there  are  fo  many  to  be  met  in  this  town,  wha 
have  difposM  of  their’s  to  yoiir  hands. 

Stock,  Why  I  am  thunderftruck  I  what  is  It  you  have 
clone,  and  what  is-  the  fliocking  bulmefs  In  which  I  have 
engaged  ?  If  I  imderftood  him  right,  ’tis  the  fiftcr  oE 
young  Dudley  you’ve  been  attempting  :  you  talk’d  to  me 
of  a  profeft  wanton  ,  the  girl  he  fpeaks  of  has  beauty 
enough  indeed  to  inflame  your  defircs,  but  ftie  has  ho¬ 
nour,  innocence  and,  fimplicity  to  awe  the  moft  licentious 
paftion  ;  if  you  have  done  that,  Mr.  Belcour,  I  renounce 
you,  I  abandon  you,  I  forfwear  all  fcllowfhip  or  friend- 
ihip  with  you  for  ever-  ’ 

BeL  Have  patience  for  a  moment ;  we  do  indeed  fpeak 
of  the  fame  perfon,  but  £he  is  not  innocent,  £he  is  not 
young  Dudley’s  fifter. 

Stock,  Aftonifhing  !  who  told  you  thk? 

Bei,  The  woman  where  fhe  lodges ;  the  perfon  wliQ 
put  me  on  the  purfuit  and  contrived  our  meetings. 

Stock,  What  woman  I  What  perfon  ? 

Bel  Fulmer  her  name  is:  I  warrant  you  I  did  not 
proceed  without  good  grounds. 

Stock.  Fulmer, 'Fulmer  1  Wbovraits  I  (a  Sc7'vani  enters) 
fend  Mr.  Stukely  hither  direbHy  ;  I  begin  to  fee  my  way 
into  tliis  dark  tranfadlion  :  Air,  Bekour,  Mr.  Belcour, 
your  are  no  match  for  the  cunnitig  and  contrivances  of 
this  intriguing  town.  fStukcly  eiiters)  pr^ythee,  Stukely, 
what  is  the  name  of  the  woman  and  her  hufband,  who 
were  ftopt  upon  fufplcion  of  felling  ftolcn  diamonds 
our  next-door  neighbour’s,  the  jeweller  ? 

Stiikc.  Fulmer. 

Stock.  So  ! 

Bel.  Can  vou  procure  me  a  ficht  of  thofe  diamonds  ? 
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They  are  now  in  my  hand  ;  I  was  dcfir’d  to 

iliow  them  to  Mr.  Scockwell.  p,  T  live  the 

Stui.  Give  ’em  to  me;  what  do  I  fee?  As  I  ^he 
•i<ery  diamonds  Mifs  Rufport  fent  hither,  and  which  i 

iatrufted  to  you  to  return.  n  j  « 

Bel.  Yes,  but  I  betray’d  that  trull,  and  gave  em 

Mrs.  Fulmer  to  prefent  to  Mifs  Dudley. 

Stock.  With  a  view  no  doubt  to  bribe  her  to  compu- 

ance  ? 

BeL  I  own  it» 

Stock.  For  lhame,  for  fhamc ;  and  twas  this  woman  s 
intelligence  you  relied  upon  lor  Mifs  Dudley  s  charaaer. 

BeL  1  thought  fhe  knew  her  ;  by  Heaven,  1  wou  a 
have  died  fooner  than  have  infuked  a  woman  ot  virtue,  or 

insn  of*  Honour,  -i  i  i  y* 

Stock.  I  think  you  wou’d,  but  mark  the  danger  m 

licentious  courfes  ;  you  are  betray’d,  robb’d,  abus  d,  and, 
but  for  this  providential  difcovery,  in  a  lair  way  ot  being 
tent  out  of  the  world  with  all  your  follies  on  your  head 
—Dear  Stukely,  go  to  my  neighbour,  tell  him  I  have  an 
owner  for  the  jewels,  and  beg  him  to  carry  the  people 
under  cuftody  to  the  London  Tavern,  and  wait  for  me 
there.  .  Stukely. 

I  fear  the  law  does  not  provide  a  punifliment  to  reach 
the  Glliany  of  thefe  people;  but  how  in  the  name  ot 
wonder  cou’d  you  take  any  thing  on  the  word  of  fuch  an 

informer,?  _  ,  ,  . 

Bd.  Bccaufe  I  had  not  liv’d  long  enough  in  your 

country  to  know  how  few  informers  ar®  to  be 

taken:  perfwaded  however  as  I  w^as  of  Mifs  Dudley  s 
Guilt,  I  mutl  own  to  you  I  was  tlagger’d  with  thc  appear¬ 
ance  of  fuch  innocence,  efpecially  when  I  taw  her  ad¬ 
mitted  into  Mifs  Rufport’s  company. 

Stock.  Good  Heaven  !  did  you  meet  her  at  Mifs  Kul~ 
port’s,  and  cou’d  you  doubt  her  being  a  woman  ot  repu- 

tation  ?  ,,  ^  u  rn. 

Bd  By  you  perhaps  fuch  a  midake  cou'd  not  navv. 

been  made  ;  but  in  a  perfedl  ftranger,  1  hope  it  is  venial: 

I  did  not  know  what  artifices  young  Dudley  might  have 

•us’d  to  conceal  her  charadler ;  I  did  not  know  what 

difgrace  attended  the  deteaion  of  it. 

Stock.  I  fee  it  was  a  trap  laid  for  you,  which  you  have 
cnri-owlv  efcap’d  ;  you  addrefs’d  a  woman  of  honour  with 
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drawji  „n^  '»cetife  of  a  |)rofane  admirer,  and  you  have 

S-  K  r-if,  of  a  man  of  honour  who 

trunks  hiinfclf  bound  to  protedl  her:  Well  Sir  von' 
nuifi:  atone  for  this  miftake.  ’  ’  ' 

A/.  T  o  the  lady  the  moft  penitent  fubmilTion  I  can 
make  is  juftly  due,  but  m  the  execution  of  an  aft  of 
juftice  It  never  lltall  be  faid  my  foul  was  fwayed  by  the 
leaft  pamcle  of  fear  :  I  have  received  a  challenge  from 
her  brother  ;  now,  tho_’ I  wou’d  give  my  fortunef  almoft 
ly  iiie  itfelf,  to  purchafe  her  happinefs,  vet  I  cannot 

drate  her  one  fcruple  of  my  honour  ;  I  have  been  branded 
With  the  name  of  villain. 

Stoci.  Ay,  Sir,  you  miftook  her  charadler  and  he  mif- 

took  yours  ;  error  begets  error. 

BeL  Vilhin^  Mr.  Stockwell,  is  a  harfh  word. 
dtoc^.  It  is  a  harfli  word,  and  fliould  be  unfaid. 

Jjel.  Come,  come,  it  flrall  be  unfaid, 

ycc/f.  Or  elfe  what  follows  ?  why  the  fword  is  drawn. 

^1-  ^  wrongs  you  have  done  to  the  reputation 

ot  the  filter,  you  malce  an  honourable  amends  bv  murder¬ 
ing  the  brother. 

Bel,  Murdering  ! 

^  Stock.  M  is  thus  religion  writes  and  fpeaks  the  word  < 
in  the  vocabulary  of  modern  honour  there  is  no  fuch 
term— But  come,  I  don’t  defpair  of  fatisfving  the  one 
without  alarming  the  other;  that  done,  J  have  a  dif- 

covery  to  unfold  that  you  will  then  I  hope  be  fitted  to 
receive. 
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ACT  V.  SCENE  I. 

The  London  Tavern. 

G’Flaherty,  Stockwell,  Charle^j 

and  B  E  L  c  o  u  R. 

o’flaherty. 

GEntlemen,  well  met!  you  underlland  each  other's 
minds,  and  as  I  fee  you  have  brought  nothing  but 
your  fwords,  you  may  fet  to  without  any  further  cere** 
mony. 

Stock,  You  will  not  find  us  backward  in  any  worthy 
caufe ;  but  before  we  proceed  any  further,  I  would  afk 
this  young  gentleman,  whether  he  has  any  explanation 
to  require  of  Mr.  Belcour. 

Cha7-les.  Of  Mr.  Belcour  none ;  his  adBons  fpeak  for 
themfelves  ;  but  to  you,  fir,  I  would  fain  propofe  onO 
queftion. 

Stock.  Name  it. 

Charles.  How  is  It,  Mr.  Stockwell,  that  I  meet  a  man 
of  your  character  on  this  ground  ? 

Stock.  I  will  anfwer  you  directly,  and  my  anfwer  fhall 
not  difpleafe  you.  I  come  hither  in  defence  of  the  reputa¬ 
tion  of  Mifs  Dudley,  to  redrefs  the  injuries  of  an  in¬ 
nocent  young  lady. 

O' Fla.  By  my  foul  the  man  knows  he's  to  fight,  only 
he  miftakes  which  fide  he's  to  be  of. 

Stock.  You  are  about  to  draw  your  fword  to  refute  a 
charge  againft  your  fifter’s  honour  ;  you  would  do  well, 
if  there  were  no  better  means  within  reach  ;  but  the 
proofs  of  her  innocence  are  lodg'd  in  our  bofoms,  and  if 
we  fall,  you  deftroy  the  evidence  that  moft  effedtually 
can  clear  her  fame. 

Charles.  How's  that.  Sir  ? 

Stock.  This  gentleman  could  beft  explain  it  to  you, 
but  you  have  given  him  an  undeferv'd  name  that  feals 
his  lips  againft  you  :  I  am  not  under  the  fame  inhibition, 
and  if  your  anger  can  keep  cool  fora  few  minutes,  I  defire 
I  may  call  in  two  witneffes,  who  will  folve  all  difficulties 
at  once.  Here,  waiter  !  bring  thofe  people  in  that  aie 
without. 

O' Fla.  Out  upon  it,  what  need  is  there  for  fo  much 
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talking  about  the  matter  ;  can’t  you  fettle  your  differ¬ 
ences  firft,  and  difpute  about  ’em  afterwards  ? 

(Fulmer  and  Mrs.  F  ULMER  brought  in, ) 

Charles,  Fulmer  and  his  wife  in  cuftody  ? 

^tock.  Yes,  Sir,  th^fe  are  your  honeft  kxndlord  and 
landlady,  now  in  cuftody  for  defrauding  this  gentleman 
of  certain  diamonds  intended  to  have  been  prefented  to 
your  fifter.  Be  fo  good,  Mrs.  Fulmer,  to  inform  the  com¬ 
pany  why  you  fo  grofsly  fcandalized  the  reputation  of  an 
innocent  lady,  by  perfuading  Mr.  Belcour  that  Mifs 

Dudley  was  not  the  fifter,  but  the  miftrefs,  of  this  een- 
tleman.  ^ 

jMrs,  FuL  Sir,  1  don’t  know  what  right  you  have  to 
queftion  me,  and  I  fhall  not  anfwer  till  I  fee  occafion. 

Stock,  Had  you  been  as  filent  heretofore.  Madam,  it 
would  have  faved  you  fome  trouble ;  but  we  don’t  want 
your  confeliion.  This  letter,  which  you  wrote  to  Mr. 
Belcour,  will  explain  your  defign  ;  and  thefe  diamonds, 
which  of  right  belong  to  Mifs  Rufport,  will  confirm  your 
guilt :  the  law,  Mrs.  Fulmer,  will  make  you  fpeak,  tho’ 
I  can’t.  Conftable,  take  charge  of  your  prifoners. 

FuL  Hold  a  moment  :  Mr.  Stockwell,  you  are  a  gen¬ 
tleman  that  knows  the  world,  and  a  member  of  parlia¬ 
ment  ;  we  fhall  not  attempt  to  irapofe  upon  you  ;  we 
know  we  are  open  to  the  law,  and  we  know  the  utmoft 
it  can  do  againft  us.  Mr.  Belcour  has  been  ill  ufed  to 
be  fure,  and  fo  has  Mifs  Dudley ;  and,  for  my  own  part, 

I  always  condemn’d  the  plot  as  a  very  foolifh  plot,  but  it 
was  a  child  of  Mrs.  Fulmer’s  brain,  and  fhe  would  not 
be  put  out  of  conceit  with  it. 

Mrs.  FuL  You  are  a  very  foolifh  man,  Mr.  Fulmer,  fo 
prythee  hold  your  tongue, 

FuL  Therefore,  as  I  v/as  faying,  if  you  fend  her  to 
Bridewell,  it  won’t  be  amifs  ;  and  if  you  give  her  a  little 
wholefome  difcipline,  fhe  may  be  the  better  for  that 
too  :  but  for  me,  Adr.  Stockwell,  who  am  a  man  of 
letters,  I  muft  befecch  you.  Sir,  not  to  bring  any  dif- 
grace  upon  my  profefiion. 

Stock.  ’Tis  you,  Mr.  Fulmer,  not  I,  that  difgrace 
your  profefiion,  therefore  begone,  nor  expecfl:  that  I 
v/ill  betray  the  inteiefts  of  mankind  fo  far  as  to  fhew 
favour  to  fuch  incq:adiaries.  Take  ’em  away  ^  I  blufh 

to 
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to  think  fuch  wretches  fhould  have  the  power  to  fet  two 
honeft  men  at  variance.  Fulmer, 

Charles.  Mr.  Belcour,  we  have  miftaken  each  other  ; 
let  us  exchange  forgivenefs.  I  am  convinced  you  in¬ 
tended  no  affront  to  my  fifter,  and  afk  your  pardon  for 

the  expreflion  I  was  betrayed  into. 

Bel.  ’Tis  enough,  Sir;  the  error  began  on  my  lide, 
and  was  IVIifs  Dudley  here,  I  would  be  the  firft  to  atone. 

Stock.  Let  us  all  adjourn  to  my  houfe,  and  conclude 
the  evening  like  friends  you  will  find  a  little  enter¬ 
tainment  ready  for  you  ;  and,  if  I  am  not  miftaken, 
Mifs  Dudley  and  her  father  will  make  part  of  on: 
company.  Come,  Major,  do  you  confent  ? 

O' Fla.  Moft  readily,  Mr.  St?ockwell  ;  a  quarrel  well 
piade  up,  is  better  than  a  vidtory  hardly  earned.  Give 
me  your  hand,  Belcour  ;  o’ my  confcience  you  are  too 
honeft  for  the  country  you  live  in.  And  now,  my  dear 
lad,  fince  peace  is  concluded  on  all  fides,  1  have  a  dif- 
covery  to  make  to  you,  which  you  muft  find  out  for 
yourfelf,  for  deuce  take  me  if  I  rightly  comprehend  it, 
only  that  your  aunt  Rufport  is  in  a  confpiracy  againft 
you,  and  a  vile  rogue  of  a  lawyer,  whofe  name  I  forget, 

at  the  bottom  of  it. 

Charles.  What  confpiracy  ?  Dear  Major,  recollect 

O' Fla.  By  my  foul,  I’ve  no  faculty  at  recolledting 
'myfelf ;  tut  I’ve  a  paper  fomewhere  about  me,  that  will 
tell  you  more  of  the  matter  than  I  can.  When  I  get 
to  the  merchant’s,  I  will  endeavour  to  find  it. 

Charles.  Well,  it  muft  be  in  your  own  way ;  but  x 

confefs  you  have  thoroughly  rous’d  my  curiofity. 

^  r  Rvp.unt. 


SCENE  II. 

Stockwell’s  Houfe. 

Capt.  Dudley,  Louisa,  and  Stukely. 

Dud.  And  are  thofe  wretches,  Fulmer  and  his  wife. 

Id  fafe  cuftody  ?  •  j  u 

Stuke.  They  are  in  good  hands,  I  accompanied  theni. 

to  the  Tavern,  where  your  fon  was  to  be,  and  then  went 
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enforce  Stockwell  will 

enforce  the  law  againft  them  as  far  as  it  will  go. 

haS^nm^^'i  machinations 

nave  produced,  but  for  this  timely  difcovery  ! 

fion  left  Mr.  Belcour’s  impetuofity  and  Charleses  fpirit 

Ihou  d  not  wait  for  an  explanation,  but  drive  them 

both  to  extremes,  before  the  miftake  can  be  unra¬ 
vel!  d. 


Stui^.  Mr.  Stockwell  is  with  them,  Madam,  and  yon 
nave  nothing  to  fear ;  you  cannot  fuppofe  he  wou’d  afk 
you  hither  for  any  other  purpofe,  but  to  celebrate  their 
reconciliation  and  to  receive  Mr.  Belcour’s  attonement. 

j.p  ^ Louifa,  Mr.  Stockwell’s  honour  and 
ucretion  guard  us  againft  all  danger  or  offence;  he  well 
knows  we  will  endure  no  imputation  on  the  honour  of 

f  certainly  has  invited  us  to  receive 

latisraction  on  that  fcore  in  an  amicable  way. 

Lou.  Wou’d  to  Heaven  they  were  return’d  ! 

Siuke.  You  may  expea  them  every  minute;  and  fee 
Madam,  agreeable  to  your  wifh,  they  are  here.  {^Exit. 


SCENE  III. 

Charles  enters,  and  afterwards  Stock  WELL 

and  O’F  LAHERTY. 

Lou.  O  Charles,  O  brother,  how  cou’d  you  ferve  me 
lo,  how  cou’d  you  tell  me  you  was  going  to  Lady  Ruf- 
port  s  and  then  fet  out  with  a  defign  of  fighting  Mr. 
Uelcour  t  ^But  where  is  he ;  where  is  your  antagonifi:  ? 

Slock.  Captain,  I  am  proud  to  fee  you,  and  you  Mifs 
1  udiey,  do  me  particular  honour  :  We  have  been  ‘ad¬ 
juring,  Sir,  a  very  extraordinary  and  dangerous  mifiake, 

which  I  taice  for  granted  my  friend  Stukely  has  ex¬ 
plain’d  to  you. 

Dud.  He  has  ;  I  have  too  good  an  opinion  of  Mr.  Bel- 
cour  to  believe  he  cou’d  be  guilty  of  a  defign’d  affront 
to  an  innocent  girl,  and  I  arn  much  too  well  acquainted 
with  your  chara<ffer  to  fuppofe  you  cou’d  abet  him  in 
fuch  dengn  ;  I  have  no  doubt  therefore  all  things  will  be 
fet  to  rights  in  very  few  words  when  we  have  the  plea¬ 
sure  of  feeing  Mr.  Belcoyr. 


» 
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FtocL  He  has  only  ftept  into  the  compting-houfe  and 
will  wait  upon  you  dire6l]y  :  You  will  not  be  overftridl:. 
Madam,  in  weighing  Mr.  Belcour’s  condudt  to  the  mi- 
•nutch:  fcruple  ;  his  manners,  paHions  and  opinions  are 
not  as  yet  affimilated  to  this  climate ;  he  comes  amongft 
you  a  new  character,  an  inhabitant  of  a  new  world  and 
both  hofpitality  as  well  as  pity  recommend  him  to  our 
indulgence. 

S  C  E  N  E  IV. 

B  E  L  c  o  u  R  enters^  lows  to  Mifs  Dudley. 

^el,  I  am  happy  and  afham^d  to  fee  you  5  no  man  in 
his  ^  lenfes  woidd  offend  you  ;  I  forfeited  mine  and  err’d 
^gainff  the  light  of  the  fun,  when  I  overlook’d  your  vir- 
'v  tues  ;  but  your  beauty  was  predominant  and  hid  them 
from  my  fight ;  I  now  perceive  I  was  the  dupe  of  a 
moff  improbable  report,  and  humbly  entreat  your  pardon. 

Zou.  Think  no  more  it;  ’twas  a  milfake. 

Bel.  My  life  has  been  compos’d  of  little  elfe  ;  ’twas 
founded  in  myftery  and  has  continued  in  error :  I  was 
^  once  given  to  hope,  Mr.  Stockwell,  that  you  was  to  have 
deliver  d  me  from  thefe  difficulties,  but  either  I  do  not 
w  deferve  your  confidence,  or  I  was  deceiv’d  in  my  ex- 
pedtations. 

Stock.  When  this  lady  has  confirm’d  your  pardon,  I 
ihall  hold  you  deferving  of  my  confidence. 

Zou.  That  was  granted  the  moment  it  was  afk’d. 

BeL  To  prove  my  title  to  his  confidence  honour  me  fo 
,  far  with  your’s  as  to  allow  me  a  few  minutes  converfatioii 
in  private  with  you.  [She  turns  to  her  father » 

Dud.  By  all  means,  Louifa;  come,  Mr.  Stockwell,  let 
us  ^o  into  another  room. 

Charles.  And  now,  major  O’Flaherty,  I  claim  your 
i  promife  of  a  fight  of  the  paper,  that  is  to  unravel  this 

confpiracy  of  my  aunt  Rufport’s  :  I  think  I  have  waited 
with  great  patience. 

^  O' Fla.  1  have  been  endeavouring  to  call  to  mind  what 
overheard  ;  I’ve  got  the  p'aper  and  v/ill  give  you 
the  befi:  a^ccount  I  can  of  the  whole  tranfadfion. 

[Exeunt.  ' 
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SCENE  V. 

B  E  L  c  o  u  R  and  Louisa. 

i^^/.  ]Mifs  Dudley,  I  have  folicited  this  audience  to  rc-» 
peat  to  you  my  penitence  and  confufion  :  How  fhall  I 
atone  ?  What  reparation  can  I  make  to  you  and  virtue  ? 

Lou.  To  me  there’s  nothing  due,  nor  any  thino-  de¬ 
manded  of  you  but  your  more  favourable  opinion  for  the 
future,  if  you  fhould  chance  to  think  of  me  :  Upon  the 
part  of  virtue  I’m  not  empower’d  to  fpeak,  but  if  here¬ 
after,  as  you  range  thro’  life,  you  fhou’d  furprize  her  in 
the  perfon  of  fome  wretched  female,  poor  as  myfelf  and 
jiot  fo  well  prote6fed,  enforce  not  your  advantage,  corn- 
pleat  not  your  licentious  triumph,  but  raife  her,  refeue 
ier  from  mame  and  forrow,  and  reconcile  her  to  herfelf 
again. 

Bel.  I  will,  I  will  ;  by  bearing  your  idea  ever  prefent 
5n  my  thoughts^  virtue  fhall  keep  an  advocate  within  me ; 
but  tell  me,  lovelieft,  when  you  pardon  the  offence,  can 
you,  all  perfedt  as  you  are,  approve  of  the  offender  ?  As  I 
now  ceafe  to  view  you  in  that  falfc  light  I  lately  did, 
can  you,  and  in  the  fulnefs  of  your  bounty  will  you, 
ceafe  alfo  to  refledf  upon  the  libertine  addreffes  I  have 
paid  you,  and  look  upon  me  as  your  reform’d,  your 
rational  admirer  ? 

Lou.  Are  fudden  reformations  apt  to  laft ;  and  how 
can  I  be  fure  the  firft  fair  face  you  meet  will  not  enfnare 
affe<5fions  fo  unfteady,  and  that  I  fliall  not  lofe  you 
lightly  as  I  gain’d  you  ? 

Be/.  Becaufe  tho’  you  conquer’d  me  by  furprize,  I 
have  no  inclination  to  rebel ;  becaufc  lince  the  firft  mo¬ 
ment  that  I  faw  you,  every  inftant  has  improv’d  you  in 
my  eyes,  becaufe  by  principle  as  well  as  pafiion  I  am 
unalterably  yours,  in  Ihort  there  are  ten  thoufand  caufes 
for  my  love  to  you,  would  to  Heaven  I  could  plant 
one  in  your  foft  bofom  that  might  move  you  to  return  it ! 

Lou.  Nay,  Mr^  Belcour. - 

Bel.  I  know  I  am  not  worthy  your  regard  ;  I  know 
I’m  tainted  with  a  thoufand  faults,  fick  of  a  thoufand 
follies,  but  there’s  a  healing  virtue  in  your  eyes  that 
makes  recovery  certain  j  I  cannot  be  a  villain  in  your 
^rms. 

Lou. 


A  COMEDY. 

Leu.  That  you  can  never  be ;  whomever  you  fiiall 
honour  with  your  choice,  my  life  upon’t  that  woman 
will  be  happy  ;  it  is  not  from  fufpicion  that  I  hefitate^ 
it  is  from  honour ;  tis  the  feverity  of  my  condition,  it 
is  the  world  that  never  will  interpret  fairly  in  our  cafe. 

BeL  Oh,  what  am  I,  and  who  in  this  wide  world 
concerns  himfclf  for  fuch  a  namelefs,  fuch  a  friendlefs 
thing  as  I  am  ?  I  fee,  Mifs  Dudley,  Fve  not  yet  ob¬ 
tain'd  your  pardon. 

Lou.  Nay,  that  you  are  in  full  poflelHon  of. 

Bel.  Oh,  feal  it  with  your  hand  then,  lovelieft  of 
women,  confirm  it  with  your  heart  ;  make  me  ho¬ 
nourably  happy,  and  crown  your  penitent  not  with  your 
pardon  only,  but  your  love. 

Lou.  My  love  !— . 

BeL  By  Heav’n  my  foul  is  conquer’d  with  your  vir¬ 
tues  more  than  my  eyes  are  ravilh'd  with  your  beauty : 
Oh,  may  this  foft,  this  fenfitive  alarm  be  happy,  be  au- 
fpicious  !  Doubt  not,  deliberate  not,  delay  not :  If  hap- 
pinefs  be  the  end  of  life,  why  do  we  flip  a  moment  ? 

SCENE  VI. 

O’F  LAHERTY  enters^  and  afterwards  D  u  t)  L  E  Y 
and  Charles  with  Stockwell. 

O' Fla.  Joy,  joy,  joy  !  fing,  dance,  leap,  laugh  for  joy  ! 
Ha’  done  making  love  and  fall  down  on  your  knees  to 
every  faint  in  the  calendar,  for  they’re  all  on  your  fido 
and  honefl:  St.  Patrick  at  the  head  of  them. 

Charles.  O  Lou i fa,  fuch  an  event.!  by  the  luckleft 
chance  in  life  we  have  difeover’d  a  will  of  my  grand¬ 
father’s  made  in  his  laft  illnefs,  by  which  he  cuts  off  my 
Aunt  Rufport  with  a  fmall  annuity,  and  leaves  me  heir 
to  his  whole  eftate,  with  a  fortune  of  fifteen  thoufand 
pounds  to  yourfelf. 

Lou.  What  is  it  you  tell  me  ?  O  Sir,  inftrudl  me  to 
fupport  this  unexpe<ffed  turn  of  fortune.  \To  her  father » 

Dud.  Name  not  fortune  ;  ’tis  the  work  of  providenc#, 
"cis  the  juftice  of  Heaven  that  wou’d  not  fuffer  innocence 
to  be  opprefs’d,  nor  your  bafe  aunt  to  profper  in  her 
cruelty  and  cunning. 

[A  fervant  whifpers  BeUour^  and  he  goes  out, 

O'Fla, 
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O’Fla.  You  fhall  pardon  me,  Capt.  Dudley,  but  you 
muft  not  overlook  St.  Patrick  neither,  for  by  my  foul  if 
he  had  not  put  it  into  my  head  to  flip  behind  the  fcreeii 
when  your  righteous  aunt  and  the  lawyer  were  plotting 
together,  I  don’t  fee  how  you  wou’d  ever  have  come  at 
the  paper  there,  that  Matter  Stockwell  is  reading. 

Dud.  True  my  good  friend,  you  are  the  father  of  this 
difcevcry,  but  how  did  you  contrive  to  get  this  will 
frorii  the  lawyer  ? 

O  Fla,  By  force,  my  dear,  the  only  way  of  getting  any 
thing  from  a  lawyer’s  clutches.  ^ 

Stock,  Well,  Major,  when  , he  brings  his  a6lion  of' 
affault  and  battery  againfl:  you,  the  ieaft  Dudley  can  do 
is  to  defend  you  with  the  weapons  you  have  put  into  his 
hands. 

^  a  kcs .  h  a  t  Lam  bound  to  do,  and  after  the  hap- 
pinefs  I  fhall  have  in  fheltering  a  father’s  age  from  the 
viciiHtudes  offlife,  my  next  delight  will  be  in  offering 
you  an  afylum  in  the  bofom  of  your  country. 

O' Fla,  And  upon  my  foul,  my  dear,  ’tis  high  time  I 
was  there,  for  ’tis  now  thirty  long  years  fince  I  fat  foot 
in  my  native  country,  and  by  the  power  of  St.  Patrick  I 
^fwear  1  think  it’s  worth  all  the  reft  of  the  world  put 
together. 

Dud,  Ay,  Major, 'much  about  that  time  have  I  been 
beating  the  round  of  fervice,  and  ’twere  well  for  us  both 
to  give  over;  we  have  flood  many  a  tough  gale  and  abun¬ 
dance  of  hard  blows,  but  Charles  fhall  lay  us  up  in  a 
little  private,  but  fafe,  harbour,  where  we’ll  reft  from 
our  labours,  and  peacefully  wind  up  the  remainder  of 
our  days. 

O'  Fla,  Agreed,  and  you  may  take  it  as  a  proof  of  my 
efteem,  young  man,  that  Major  O’Flaherty  accepts  a 
favour  at  your  hands,  for  by  Heaven  I’d  fooner  ftarve, 
than  fay  I  thank  you  to  the  man  I  defpife  :  But  I  be¬ 
lieve  you  are  an  honeft  lad,  and  I’m  glad  you’ve  trounc’d 
the  old  cat,  for  on  my  confcience  I  believe  I  muft  other- 
wife  have  married  her  myfelf  to  have  let  you  in  for  a  fhare 
of  her  fortune. 

Stock,  Hey  day,  what’s  become  of  Belcour  ? 

Lou,  One  of  your  fervants  call’d  him  put  juft  now 
and  feemingly  on  fgme  carneft  occafton. 


Stock* 
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Stock,  I  hope,  Mifs  Dudley,  he  has  aton’d  to  you  as  a 
gentleman  ought. 

Lou,  Mr.  Belcour,  Sir,  will  always  do  what  a  gentle- 
Jtnan  ought,  and  in  my  cafe  I  fear  only  you  will  think  he 
has  done  too  much. 

Stock,  What  has  he  done;  and  what  can  be  too  much? 
Pr^  Heaven,  it  may  be  as  I  wifli  !  [^afide. 

JDud,  Let  us  hear  it,  child. 

Lou,  With  confufion  for  my  own  unworthinefs,  I  con- 
fefs  to  you  he  has  offer’d  me— 

Stock,  Himfelf. 

Lou,  ’Tis  true. 

Stock,  Then  I  am  happy ;  all  my  doubts,  my  cares 

'^are  over,  and  I  may  own  him  for  my  fon. - Why  thefe 

are  joyful  tidings  :  come,  my  good  friend,  affifi:  me  in 
difpofmg  your  lovely  daughter  to  accept  this  returning 
prodigal ;  he  is  no  unprincipled,  no  harden’d  libertine  j 
his  love  for  you  and  virtue  is  the  fame. 

Dud,  ’Twere  vile  ingratitude  in  me  to  doubt  his 
merits — What  fays  my  child  ? 

O* Fla,  Begging  your  pardon  now,  ’tis  a  frivolous  fort 
of  a  queftion,  that  of  yours ;  for  you  may  fee  plainly 
enough  by  the  young  lady’s  looks,  that  {he  fays  a  great 
deal,  though  fhe  fpeaks  never  a  word. 

Charles,  Well,  filler,  I  believe  the  Major  has  fairly 
interpreted  the  ftate  of  your  heart. 

Lou,  I  own  it ;  and  what  muft  that  heart  be,  which 
love,  honour  and  beneficence  like  Mr.  Belcour’s  can 
make  no  imprefiion  on  ? 

Stock,  I  thank  you :  What  happinefs  has  this  hour 
brought  to  pafs  ! 

O'Fla,  Why  don’t  we  all  fit  down  to  fupper  then  and 
make  a  night  on’t. 

.  Stock,  Hold,  here  comes  Belcour, 

SCENE  VII. 

Belcour  introducing  Mifs  R  u  s  p  o  R  t. 

Bel,  Mr.  Dudley,  here  is  a  fair  refugee,  who  pro¬ 
perly  comes  under  your  protedlion ;  fhe  is  equipt  for 
Scotland,  but  your  good  fortune,  which  I  have  related 

^0  her,  feems  inclin’d  to  fave  you  both  the  journey - - 

L  Nay, 
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Nay,  Madam,  never  go  back  j  you  are  amongft 
friends. 

Charles,  Charlotte  ! 

Char,  The  fame  ;  that  fond  ofnclous  girl,  that  haunts 

you  every  \vhere  ;  that  perfecuting  fpirit - 

Charles.  Say  rather,  that  prote6ling  angel  5  fuch  you 
have  been  to  me. 

Char.  O  Charles,  you  have  an  honeft,  but  proud 
heart. 

Charles.  Nay,  chide  me  not,  dear  Charlotte. 

Bel.  Seal  up  her  lips  then ;  fhe  is  an  adorable  girl ; 
her  arms  are  open  to  you  ;  and  love  and  happinefs  are 
ready  to  receive  you. 

Charles.  Thus  then  I  claim  my  dear,  my  deffin’d  wife, 

\^embracing  her. 


SCENE  VIIL 

Lady  R  u  s  P  o  R  T  enters. 

Lady  Riif.  Fleyday  !  mighty  fine  !  wife  truly  !  mighty 
well  !  kiffing,  embracing — did  ever  any  thing  equal 
this  ?  Why  you  fliamelefs  hufley  !— But  I  won’t  con- 

defcend  to  wafle  a  word  upon  you. - You,  Sir,  you, 

Mr.  Stockwell,  you  fine,  fandfiiied,  fair-dealing  man  of 
confcience,  is  this  the  principle  you  trade  upon  ?  Js  this 
your  neighbourly  fyftem,  to  keep  a  houfe  of  reception  for 
run-away  daughters,  and  young  beggarly  fortune-hun¬ 
ters  ?  , 

OTla.  Be  advis’d  now,  and  don’t  put  yourfelf  in  fuch 
a  pafiion  ;  we  were  all  very  happy  till  you  came. 

Lady  Ruf,  Stand  away,  Sir  ;  hav’nt  I  a  reafon  to  be 
in  a  pafiion  ? 

O'  Fla.  Indeed,  honey,  and  you  have,  if  you  knew  all. 

Lady  Faif.  Come,  Madam,  1  have  found  out  your 
haunts  ;  difpofe  yourfelf  to  return  home  with  me  ;  young 
man,  let  me  never  fee  you  within  my  doors  again  ;  Mr. 
Stockwell,  1  fhall  report  your  behaviour,  depend  on  it. 

Stock.  Hold,  Madani,  I  cannot  confent  to  lofe  Mifs 
Rufport’s  company  this  evening,  and  I  am  perfuaded  you 
won’t  infill:  upon  it;  ’tis  an  unmotherly  aftion  to  in¬ 
terrupt  your  daughter’s  happinefs  in  this  manner,  believe 
me  it  is. 

Leidy  Ruf. 
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F.ivfy  kiif.  Her  happinefs  truly  ;  upon  my  word  !  and  I 
Uippofe  it’s  an  unmotherly  adtion  to  interrupt  her  ruin ; 
for  what  but  ruin  mu  ft  it  be  to  marry  a  beggar  ?  I  think 
iiiv  filler  had  a  proof  of  that.  Sir,  when  llie  made  choice  of 
yo\i.  [To  Captain  Dudley. 

Dud.  Don’t  be  too  lavifh  of  your  fpirits.  Lady  Ruf- 
port. 

O' Fla,  By  my  foul  you’ll  have  occafion  for  a  ftp  of  the 
cordial  Elixir  by  and  byfe. 

Ftock.  It  don’t  appear  to  me,  Mad^rh,  that  Mr.  Dudley 
can  be  call’d  a  beggar. 

Lady  Ruf.  But  it  appears  to  me,  Mr.  Stockwell  ;  I 
am  apt  to  think  a  pair  of  colours  cannot  furnifh  fettlement 
quite  fufficient  for  the  heirefs  of  Sir  Stephen  Rufport. 

Char.  But  a  good  eftate  in  aid  of  a  comrnilfion  may 
do  fomething. 

Lady  Ruf.  A  good  eftate,  truly  !  where  fhou’d  he  get 
a  good  eftate  pray  ? 

Stock.  Why  fuppofe  now  a  worthy  old  gentleman  on 
his  death-bed  fliould  have  taken  it  in  mind  to  leave  him 
one - 

Lady  Ruf  Hah  !  what’s  that  you  fay 

O' Fla.  O.  ho !  you  begin  to  fmell  a  plot,  do  you  ? 

Stock.  Suppofe  there  Ihiould  be  a  paper  in  the  world 

that  runs  thus - I  do  Hereby  give  and  bequeath  all 

‘‘  my  eftates,  real  aticl  perfonal,  to  Charles  Dudley,  foa 

of  my  late  daughter  Louifa,  ha.  Szc.  ddc.” 

Lady  Ruf.  Why  1  am  thunder-ftruck  !  by  what  con- 
.trivance,  what  villany  did  you  get  pofteffion  of  that  paper? 

Stock.  There  was  no  villany.  Madam,  in  getting  pof- 
feftion  of  it  j  the  crime  was  in  concealing  it,  none  in 
bringing  it  to  light. 

Lady  Ruf  Oh,  that  curfed  lawyer,  Varland  ! 

O' Fla.  You  may  fay  that,  faith,  he  is  a  curfed  lawyer, 
and  a  curfed  piece  of  v/ork  I  had  to  get  the  paper  from 
him  ;  your  ladyihip  now  was  to  have'  paid  him  five 
thoufand  pounds  for  it,  I  forc’d  him  to  give  it  me  of 
his  own  accord  for  nothing  at  all,  at  all. 

Lady  Ruf  Is  it  you  that  have  done  this  ?  Am  I  foil’d 
by  your  blundering  contrivances,  after  all  ? 

O'  Fla.  ’Twas  a  blunder,  faith,  but  as  natural  a  one 
as  if  i’d  made  it  o’  purpofe. 

L  2  CharleSo 
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Charles.  Qome,  let  us  not  opprefs  the  fallen;  do  right 
even  now,  and  you  fhall  have  no  caufe  to  complain. 

Lady  Ruf.  Am  I  become  an  object  of  your  pity  then  ? 
Infufferable  !  confufion  light  amongft  you  !  marry  and 
be  wretched :  let  me  never  fee  you  more,  \^Exit, 

Char.  She  is  outrageous ;  I  fuffer  for  her,  and 
blufli  to  fee  her  thus  expofed. 

Charles.  Come,  Charlotte,  don’t  let  this  angry  woman 
difturb  our  happinefs  :  we  will  fave  her  in  fpite  of  her- 
felf ;  your  father’s  memory  fliall  not  be  ftained  by  the 
difcredit  of  his  fecond  choice. 

Char.  I  truft  implicitly  to  your  difcretion,  and  am 
in  all  things  yours. 

Bel.  Now,  lovely  but  obdurate,  does  not  this  ex¬ 
am  ole  foften  ? 

I 

Lou.  What  can  you  alk  for  more  ?  Accept  my  hand, 
accept  my  willing  heart. 

Bel.  O  blifs  inutterable  !  brother,  father,  friend,  and 
you  the  author  of  this  general  joy - 

O' Fla.  BlefTing  of  St.  Patrick  upon  us  all  !  ’tis  a  night 
ofv/onderful  and  furprizing  ups  and  downs :  I  wifh  we 
were  ail  fairly  fet  down  to  fupper,  and  there  was  an 
end  on’t. 

Stock.  Hold  for  a  moment !  I  have  yet  one  word  to 
interpofe*— Intitled  by  my  friendfliip  to  a  voice  in  your 
diipofal,  I  have  approv’d  your  match  5  there  yet  remains 
a  father’s  confent  to  be  obtain’d. 

Bel.  Have  I  a  father  ? 

Stock.  You  have  a  father  :  did  not  I  tell  you  I  had  a 
difcovery  to  make  ?  Compofe  yourfelf :  you  have  a  father, 
who  obferves,  who  knows,  who  loves  you. 

Bel  Keep  me  no  longer  in  fufpence ;  my  heart  is 
foften’d  for  the  affeding  difcovery,  and  nature  fits  me  to 

receive  his  blcillng. 

Stock.  I  am  your  father. 

Bel.  My  father  ?  Do  I  live  ? 

Stock.  I  am  your  father.  ^  ^ 

Bel  It  is  too  much  ;  my  happinefs  o  erpowers  me  ; 

to  <rain  a  friend  and  find  a  father  is  too  much  ;  I  blufti  to 
think  how  little  I  deferve  you.  {They  embrace. 

Dud  See,  children,  how  many  new  rciations  Ipring 
from  this  night’s  unforefecn  events,  to  endear  us  to  each 

other. 
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O' Fla.  O  my  confcience,  I  think  we  fhall  be  all  related 
by  and  bye. 

How  happily  has  this  evening  concluded,  and 
yet  how  threatning  was  its  approach  !  let  us  repair  to  the 
lupper  room,  where  I  will  unfold  to  you  every  circum- 
fiance  of  my  myfterious  flory.  Yes,  Belcour,  I  have 
watch’d  you  with  a  patient,  but  enquiring  eye,  and  I 
have  di  [cover’d  thro’  the  veil  of  fome  irregularities,  a 
heart  beaming  with  benevolence,  an  animated  nature, 
fallible  indeed,  but  not  incorrigible;  and  your  eledlion  of 
this  excellent  young  lady  makes  me  glory  in  acknowledg- 
ing  you  to  be  my  fon. 

A/.  I  thank  you,  and  in  my  turn  glory  in  the  father 
I  have  gained  :  fenfibly  impreft  with  gratitude  for  fuch 
extraordinary  difpenfations,  I  befeech  you,  amiable 
Louifa,  for  the  time  to  come,  whenever  you  perceive 
me  deviating  into  error  or  offence,  bring  only  to  my 
mind  the  Providence  of  this  night,  and  1  will  turn  to 
rcafon  and  obey. 

I  < 


End  of  the  Play. 
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SPOKENBY 

Mrs.  a  B  I  N  G  T  O  N. 

S,  The  Lines  in  Italics  are  tn  be  fpokcii  in  a  catecliife  Tone, 

CONFESS^  good  folks,  has  not  Mifs  Rufport  ffiewn, 

Strangewhims  for  SEVENTEEP^  hupjdred  SEvENTY-ojirE? 
"What,  pawn  her  jewels  !— -there’s  a  precious  plan! 

To  extricate  from  want  a  brave  old  man; 

And  fall  in  love  with  poverty  and  honour; 

A  girl  of  fortune,  fafhion  I - Fie  upon  her. 

But  do  not  think  we  females  of  the  ftage. 

So  dead  to  the  refinements  of  the  age. 

That  we  agree  with  our  old  faflnon’d  poet : 

I  am  point  blank  againft  him,  and  Pll  fhevv  it: 

And  that  my  tongue  may  more  politely  run. 

Make  me  a  lady - Lady  Blabington. 

Now,  with  a  rank  and  title  to  be  free, 
ni  make  a  catechifm — and  you  fhall  fee. 

What  is  the  ^veritable.  Beaume  de  Vie : 

As  I  change  place,  I  Hand  for  that,  or  this. 

My  Lady  queftions  firfl^ - then  anfwers  Mifs. 

(She  /peaks  as  my  Lady^) 

**  Come,  tell  me.  Child,  what  were  our  modes  and  drefs. 

In  thefe  ftrange  times  of  that  old  fright  Queen  Befs  r^’— 

And  now  for  Mifs — — 

(She  changes  place,  and  /peaks  /or  Mi/s,) 

When  Be/s  njjas  England's  queen. 

Ladies  nvere  di/mal  beings,  Jeldom /een ; 

^hey  ro/e  betimes,  and  break/afled  as /oon 
On  bee/  and  beer,  then  /udied  Greek  till  nooni 
JJnpainted  cheeks  njjith  blujh  0/  health  did glo'-w, 

Beruff‘*U  and  /ardingaV d  from  top  to  toe. 

Nor  necks,  nor  ancles  <would  they  e^er /loensj* 

Learnt  Greek! — (laughs.) — Ouroutfide  head  takes  half  a  day; 
Have  we  much  time  to  drefs  the  in/de,  pray? 

No  heads  drefs’d  a  la  Greque\  the  ancients  quote. 

There  may  be  learning  in  a  papillate  : 
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Cards  are  our  claflicks;  and  I,  Lady  B, 

In  learning  will  not  yield  to  any  Ihe, 

Of  the  late  founded  female  univeriity. 

But  now  for  Lady  Blab - - 

(Speaks  as  my  Lady,) 

“  Tell  me,  Mifs  Nancy, 

What  fports  and  what  employments  did  they  fancy  ? 

(Speaks  as  Mifs,) 

^he  vulgar  creatures  feldom  left  their  houfeSf 

But  taught  their  children,  work'd,  and  loiP d  their  fpoufest 

‘The  ufe  of  cards  at  Chrifmas  only  kne<utj. 

They  played  for  little,  and  their  games  nvere  fenv, 
One-and-thirty,  Put,  Jl I  fours,  and  Lantera  Loo  i 
T'hey  bore  a  race  of  mortals  flout  and  honey. 

And  never  heard  the  name  of  Macaroni,^'  - 

(Speaks  as  my  Lady,) 

**  Oh  brava,  brava!  that’s  my  pretty  dear— « 

Now  let  a  modern,  modilh  fair  appear; 

No  more  of  thefe  old  dowdy  maids  and  wives. 

Tell  how  fuperior  beings  pafs  their  lives.”— — 

(Speaks  as  Mifs.) 

TUI  noon  theyfleep,  from  noon  till  night  they  drefs^ 

From  night  till  morn  they  game  it  more  or  left, 

Plext  night  the  fame  flweet  courfe  of  joy  run  o'er. 

Then  the  night  after  as  the  night  before. 

And  the  night  after  that,  encore,  l. 


(She  comes  forvjard,) 

Thus  with  our  cards  we  Jhuffle  oiFall  forrow. 

To  morrow,  and  to-morrow,  and  to-morrow  ! 
W^e  deal  apace,  from  youth  unto  our  prime. 

To  the  laft  moment  of  our  tabby-tixnc  ; 

And  all  our  yellerdays,  from  rout  and  drum, 
Have  lighted  fools  with  empty  pockets  home* 
Thus  do  our  lives  with  rapture  roll  away. 

Not  with  the  nonfenfe  of  our  author’s  play; 

This  is  true  life— ^true  fpirit— give  it  praife; 
Don’t  fnarl  and  figh  for  good  (^een  Befs’s  days: 
For  all  you  look  fo  four,  and  bend  the  brow. 
Yea  all  rejoice  with  me,  you’reliving  now* 


